

a word from ADAM 

For its 36th Issue, adam has come up 
with another of the finely varied and balanced editions 
that have become its latter-day trademark. Girls, gags, 
fact and fiction — when you’ve got all these and ih 
quality as well as quantity, there isn’t much old adam 
can do but leave it up to his readers. 

For girls, he has sensational Sandra Edwards, Jean 
Nieto, cover-girl Brit L’Etoile, stripper Patti Cake and 


other convex cuties. For gags, he has Dennis, Patrick, 
adam’s tales and the usual uproariously provocative spot 
cartoons. For fact, there are Hal Jithson on executions, 
Frank Gray on short change artists, James Yaro on 
thin vs. plump girls. For fiction you’ll find a slue of 
exciting stories by new authors such as Randy Wade 
and William Netting, and such stand-bys as Richard 
Geis, Connie Sellers and others. 

All adam asks you to do is read the stories, look at 
the pictures and enjoy both, adam enjoys the chore of 
putting them together for your pleasure. 



adam discovers a most delightful career when be pictureviews THE GIRL MAKER . . . see page 18 
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' Kill him!" she screamed. "K — " 


In the wind swept Sierras, her body 
was bait for the perfect crime 



Mountain 

Madness 

by RANDY WADE 

IA^hen eric lane entered the lodge, 
the flood of music and voices came as a shock after 
the evening stillness of the mountains outside. The 
big ski instructor had seen the guest sleigh arrive 
as he was making his last run and had hurried to 
the lodge to look over the newcomers. 

He quickly realized that he needn’t have rushed. 
Only a handful of guests had arrived and most of 
them had already discovered the bar and were 
busily laying a foundation for dinner. He recog- 
nized several of the couples as regulars; the others 
were nondescript- types promising little in the way 
of excitement. 

The most voluble of the newcomers was seated 
at a corner table, vigorously assaulting the ear of 
some unlucky guest he’d trapped. He was accent- 
ing his monologue with enthusiastic gestures. 

Eric didn’t know Loudmouth, but he knew the 
type — rich, retired, hangs around winter resorts 
trying to play the big sportsman. The kind you see 
at swank international spots like St. Moritz. They 
can hardly stand up on skis, so they have a boy 
follow them around to brush the snow off every 
time they fall on their broad, expensive bottoms. 

Everything about Loudmouth fitted, from the 
tanned face and slipped gray mustache to the 
tweedy plus-fours. The hat on the table was in 
character, too. Tyrolean, complete with brush and 
badges from at least twenty European ski resorts. 

“Yes Sir, the Zugspittze!” Loudmouth boomed 
out. That clinched it. These guys usually couldn’t 
find their way from the lodge to their cabin with- 
out getting lost, but they always talked a good 
game. Eric made a mental note to stay away from 
— turn the page 



MADNESS, from page 5 
this one. 

Having looked over the arrivals, 
Eric turned to the bar. 

Then he saw her. She was staring 
directly at him with her full red lips 
parted in a faint smile. 

For what seemed like a full 
minute, all sound in the room 
stopped for him. Then he realized he 
was standing stupidly returning the 
girl’s stare. He nervously looked 
away, but his eyes forced them- 
selves back to het. 

She hadn’t moved. Without taking 
her eyes from him, she raised her 
martini-on-the-rocks to her lips and 
sipped lightly. Then while continu- 
ing to watch Eric over the rim of 
her glass, she darted a long pink 
tongue from between her parted lips 
and deftly captured the olive. She 
played with it on the tip of her 
tongue for a second, then swallowed 
it and turned away from the bar. 

Eric’s gaze followed her as she 
walked away. This was one in a 
million. Every inch of her spelled 
class and money. The ski sweater 
was' one of those special hand knits 
that someone forked out at least 
a hundred for. It was tastefully 
fashioned, but the soft knit clung 
lovingly to the deep, inviting valley 
between her defiant breasts. The 
neck of the sweater curled protect- 
ingly around her smooth throat and 
under the long blond hair. 

Her ski pants were tailored and 
expensive, too. Fitted almost skin- 
tight, they caressed every inch of 


her tall, lovely body as she walked. 
At each step the boots pulled the 
trouser leg taut, outlining her hips 
and each delicious curve of her 
back. 

Eric was tingling with a heady 
excitement as he tried to clear his 
dry throat. The girl had reached 
Loudmouth’s table. She pecked him 
on the cheek and sat down beside 
him. Still talking, Loudmouth put 
a meaty hand on her knee. Her 
eyes looked into Eric’s. 

He knew he should have realized 
that Loudmouth and the girl were 
together. Now that he did know, he 
mused, he had better go over and 
make them feel welcome. 

“When I was at the Matterhorn in 
’52 — ” Loudmouth rambled as Eric 
approached the table. 

“Welcome to the lodge.” Eric 
smiled. “My name’s Eric Lane. I’m 
head instructor and unofficial 
greeter.” 

Loudmouth stopped talking long 
enough to introduce himself as 
Charles Grover, and his wife as 
Sylvia. After that he returned his 
attention to the captive listener. Eric 
sat down and turned his attention 
to Mrs. Grover. She squeezed his 
leg between her knees under the 
table. 

“I’ve been looking forward to 
meeting you, Eric,” she said. “I’ve 
heard so much about you.” Her voice 
carried a special meaning that 
quickened his pulse. 

eric saw much of Sylvia during 



"Man, Was it cold last night! You won't believe me 
when I tell you what happened!" 


the next few days, but Grover was 
always with her. Even with her hus- 
band in the same room, though, Syl- 
via managed to tantalize Eric with 
an unmistakable promise. Whenever 
they sat together, her hand repeat- 
edly brushed Eric’s leg. And when- 
ever she spoke to him, she leaned 
intimately close, pressing her firm 
ripe breasts against his arm. At these 
times her nearness and the musky 
perfume she wore stirred a sensation 
deep in his stomach that was both 
delicious and maddening. 

Then one evening while he was 
sitting in the bar with the Grovers, 
the suspicion suddenly struck him 
that she was merely toying with 
him. Who the hell did she think she 
was? Didn’t she know he could have 
any girl in the valley just by snap- 
ping his fingers? When the idea 
occurred to him, he quickly looked 
up at her and caught her studying 
him with obvious amusement, as if 
saying: “So you finally caught on!” 

His face flushed a deep red, and 
he swore that he’d have her if it 
was the last thing he ever did. 

the next morning he got his first 
opportunity to talk to Sylvia alone. 
He was walking toward the base- 
ment ski storage room when he saw 
her coming out. He grabbed her arm 
roughly. 

“When are we going to get to- 
gether?” he demanded. His voice 
was a harsh croak. 

“Why, Eric, whatever do you 
mean? she asked with mock sur- 
prise. 

“You know exactly what I mean,” 
he snapped, and pulled her roughly 
to him. 

For a brief moment she relaxed in 
his arms, letting all of her full body 
cleave hungrily to his. Her hand 
crawled slowly up the back of his 
neck, causing the room to spin 
dizzily. His skin, where it pressed 
against her sensuous body, was on 
fire. 

Suddenly she twisted out of his 
arms and stood looking at him from 
a few feet away. Her eyes glittered 
in the dim basement light. 

“There’s a time for everything, 
Eric,” she hissed at him. “And this 
isn’t it — not yet.” She turned and 
walked quickly away. 

He was unable to say anything 
for a few seconds. The blood was 
pounding in his ears, and when he 
tried to put a cigaret in his mouth 
he noticed his hands were shaking. 

“Bitch! Bitch! Bitch!” he shouted 
at the empty corridor. 

eric vented his frustration on his 
— turn to page 56 




It IS doubtful that many 
burlesque aficianados 
throughout this fair land 
have ever heard of a girl 
named Patricia Nelson. 

But mention an ultra- 
high- voltage little bundle 
of excitingly fleshed nitro- 
glycerin named Patty 
Cake, and the chances are 
you’ll get a rousing “Yeah 
Man!” almost anywhere 
that curvaceous cuties 
shed their skins. 

• Patricia and Patty, of 
course, share the same 
luscious little body, and 
both are equally expert in 
making it do provocative 
tricks for the paying 
customers. In fact, 

Patricia’s “Cake” 
pseudonym is in full 
accord with the current 
trend to hand ear- 
snapping monickers on 
zipper-snapping cuties 
who make their living via 
the ecdysiast’s art of 
clothes-peeling. 

• Here we see Patty, who 
is a brown-eyed brunette 
from East Los Angeles, 
engaging in a typical 
sample of her pleasant 
form of self-expression. 
Pattie, who radiates 
energy, both onstage and 
off, was shot by a 
Berwyn-Abbot Agency 
photographer, as she 
auditioned before takeoff 
on a job in Honolulu, 
where she is currently 
giving the brand new 50th 
state residents some idea 
of the privileges of state- 
hood. If you care, the dark 
gentleman with the 
widow’s peak (above, left) 
is Gary Berwyn, who did 
the actual hiring. 

• Patty, goes all out 
for black lace when it 
comes to her underthings 
— and it usually does, at 
least professionally. She 
also, as the photos reveal, 
prefers to keep her 36" 
bosom unconfined, even to 
wearing custom-built bras 
with open fronts! 

• A bubbling, vivacious 
type when in the spotlight, 
Patty-Patricia carries her 
vitality with her when not 
on the boards, adam joins 
her growing army of fans 
in crying, “Come back 
from Honolulu!” 
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by HAL JITHSON 

T here is, at present, 
a considerable element among us 
which decries in print the persist- 
ence of violence in our entertain- 
ment as an escapist drug. Some- 
thing, they feel, should be done to 
replace this universal escapism in- 
to make-believe gore. 

Yet, it would appear that the 
viewers-with-alarm are off on a 
dead-end track. Instead of seeking 
to divert the public from one form 
of make-belief, which it enjoys, to 
one it can never possibly accept, let 
us solve the problem at one bold 
stroke by giving the folks reality in 
the field they truly love the most. 

In short, let us restore the public 
execution with all the pomp and 
fanfare of yore, plus the vastly 
wider public it could reach through 
modern media of communication. 
Can you imagine what the gas- 
chamber antics of a Barbara Gra- 
ham would draw over closed-circuit, 
live, pay-TV? What a good hanging 
or an electrocution would gross un- 
der a similar setup? 

Putting aside soft humanitarian 
considerations for the moment, Bar- 
bara would not have died a wasted 
death had her execution been prop- 
erly exploited. She might have lived 
a wasted life, but her “turning off” 
as they used to call it would not 
have cost the innocent taxpayers 
money, but would actually have 
lightened their load via entertain- 
ment taxes. 

In passing, properly exploited ex- 
ecutions would undoubtedly solve in 
jig-time the difficulties of selling 
pay-TV to the television public. 
Who could resist putting out a few 
pieces of silver — say about 30 — if 
— turn to page 46 




In his strange quest for the perfect planet, 
Juan forgot the horror of secret desires 


T HE SPACESHIP VIEWER 

revealed a handsome planet. Through 
the layer of hazy atmosphere that 
surrounded and blanketed it, could 
be seen wide blue oceans and fertile 
continents and islands of green 
foliage. In the red glow of gigantic, 
distant, Antares, the small polar ice- 
caps gleamed like ruddy jewels. A 
pair of golden moons sported sedate- 
ly about it in their gentle orbits. 

In the lounge of the star-vessel 
rapidly approaching this jewel of a 
planet, Juan von Hurlitz swung his 
swivel-couch slowly to study his 
three companions and thought with 
a touch of grim satisfaction upon the 



The little man darted out of the station and smacked Smith with the board. 


weed. His small, deep-set eyes re- 
garded the courtesan intently. 

“What in hell would you do 
there?” he asked in the deep bass 
rumble that was his voice. 

Without a stir of her incredible 
lashes, Sheila Singh replied, “I 
should lie there on the soft turf and 
let the sweetness course through me. 
I should review the mad mosaic of 
my memories and select the patterns 
of beauty. And then I should live 
within them and find peace.” 
“Peace!” growled Montezuma 
Smith, making derision of the word. 
His massive bull of a body swung in 
— turn the page 


Juan smiled. “There it is, darling 
— awaiting your wish.” 

Sheila let her glossy head fall 
back upon the soft syncushion that 
supported her. “I wish,” she said, 
speaking as if hypnotized, “for a 
garden of gemlike fruits and jade- 
green leaves and down-soft turf and 
a gentle pool, in which swim golden 
carp. And flowers of shapes and col- 
ors ahd sweet scent unknown to 
man.” 

Montezuma Smith, stretched out 
on the swivel- couch alongside 
Sheila’s, removed from his thick, ag- 
gressive lips a thin, self-lighting 
smoke of rich purple Centaurean 


oddness of their assortment. Count- 
ing himself, the prime mover of the 
illicit journey to Antares XIII, they 
offered a strangely mixed quartet. 

There was Sheila Singh, exquisite 
as some ancient Oreintal ivory carv- 
ing back on distant Earth, whose 
cool perfection preserved the age- 
lessness of her beauty. Sheila, ever- 
exotic, the dream courtesan of a 
hundred worlds, whose slanted 
emerald eyes looked out, heavy- 
lidded, upon a universe in which, 
for her, there lay nothing new save 
peace. 

“So that’s Parkhurst’s planet,” she 
was saying, “the Planet of Desire.” 
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PLANET, from page 13 
her direction. As the rugged, multi- 
billionaire interstellar transport mag- 
nate who was financing this journey 
across the stars to a long-forbidden 
planet, he had no hesitation in ex- 
pressing his opinions. 

“Peace!" There was contempt in 
his laughter. “You’ll be bored in a 
week, Earth-time,” he said. “Peace! 
Why not wish death?” 

Riley Cromwell spoke from across 
the starship lounge. In his soft, flu- 
ent, articulate way, he said, “Now, 
Mr. Smith, there is something to be 
said -for the lady’s wish.” And, to 
Sheila, “I take it, my dear, that this 
garden is to belong in a manless 
world?” 

“Manless,” she said, her emerald 
eyes hard with the wish. “Manless, 
and womanless, too. If you knew 
how few were the nights that I have 
spent alone, you’d understand. I 
have had my fill of men — and of 
their catlike, possessive mates, al- 
ways seeking to claim as their right 
the men whose love they have for- 
feited.” 

“ •’Tis not a bad wish at all, con- 
sidering,” said Cromwell. “But lone- 
liness is seldom peace, my dear. On 
the contrary . . .” 

He let it trail off, lost in reverie. 
Riley Cromwell was an oddity in 
such well-tailored surroundings. A 
poet, a dreamer, an interstellar bum, 
his presence was, to Juan, the cream 
of the entire jest he had so pains- 
takingly promoted. A Midas, a har- 
lot, a poet — Juan contemplated the 
oddly assorted party almost affec- 
tionately, although affection, save for 
himself, was an emotion he was long 
past feeling. 

“Not for me,” growled Montezuma 
Smith, watching the ash of his 
smoke slowly evaporate as the rim 
of flame crept up its length. “I want 
action, plenty of it. You know the 
kind I want?” 

“I can guess,” replied the poet. 

“Women!” said the billionaire, his 
deep-set little eyes aglow at the 
thought. 

“To hell with love!” he said. “I’ve 
had it. Sickening, cloying love of one 
woman. I tell you, it drove me into 
space, it made me rich — merely to 
keep away from it. But could I get 
rid of it — me with my billions — 
no! By the time I could afford what 
I wanted, I was too big, too damned 
important. Could I buy myself a 
spaceport whore? No — my public 
relations bureau forbade it. Can you 
imagine having to spend your life 
going through one damned idiotic 
public ceremony after another, hav- 
ing to appear in love with a woman 


you have grown to hate? To hell 
with love, I say — what I want is 
women, not love . . .” 

“Acres and acres of flesh . . .” 
quoted the poet sardonically from an 
archaic joke of the mother-planet. 

. . and all mine!” roared the bil- 
lionaire, frankly defying the scorn 
of a man he neither could nor wish- 
ed to buy. “Every, palpitating, soft, 
quivering square inch of it, mine!” 

Sheila Singh, who had closed her 
emerald eyes during this inter- 
change, opened them again and re - 
garded Juan with lazy curiosity. 
“And you,” she asked gently. “What 
is your wish?” 

Juan laughed a negligent laugh. “I 
suppose,” he replied, “that my wish 
is to discover whether the rumors 
about this planet are true.” 

It stopped them, as each in his or 
her own way considered the dread- 
ful possibility of disappointment. It 
stopped them, as Juan intended it to. 
For he had no desire to expose his 
wish to their analysis and possible 
derision. He had small desire to ex- 
pose it even to himself. It had been 
his wigh ever since he had been a 
small child and, after hitting a frog 
with a stick, had watched it die. 

The planet they were so rapidly 
approaching — Antares XIII, Park- 
hurst’s Planet or the Planet of De- 
sire, take your pick — was legendary 
throughout the broad, thin disc of 
whirling suns and planets called 
Man’s Universe. It had been dis- 
covered, some 40 years earlier, 
Earth-time, by a fabulously success- 
fully interstellar explorer named 
Armand Parkhurst, whose early re- 
ports had been sufficiently enthus- 
iastic to set the complex wheels of 
interstellar colonization whirring. 

Then had come a long, negative 
report, one which had resulted in 
Antares XIII being put on the off- 
bounds list of planets. The portion of 
this report that had been released to 
the public revealed matter-of-factly 
that Parkhurst’s Planet had an in- 
herent and deadly psychological ef- 
fect upon homo sapiens. The ex- 
plorer’s three -man crew, it was 
stated, had died as a result of ex- 
posure to its morbid radiation, Park- 
hurst himself would be heard from 
no more. 

Thus the official report, while it 
could hardly be termed ordinary, 
was not of sufficient rareness in the 
early starburst of Man’s galactic de- 
velopment to rate more than a foot- 
note in the chronicles of a complex 
and dramatic era. Yet, through the 
decades since, among those who have 
access to supposedly secret informa- 
tion, Parkhurst’s Planet continued to 


gather luster as a cross between Nir- 
vana and a Utopia where every 
man’s supreme wish came true. 

Knowing, confidential sources had 
it that an incredibly advanced, since- 
vanished life-form had created upon 
Antares XIII a scanning and pro- 
cessing device that psychoanalyzed 
all life-forms to touch its surface, 
that, having scanned them and di- 
gested its findings, could produce 
whatever answer the findings sug- 
gested. Out of this, had been fash- 
ioned the chain-reaction of rumors 
that refused to die. 

Some had it that the device de- 
stroyed man through satisfaction of 
his own sensual longings. Others 
whispered that it drove men (as it 
had driven Parkhurst and his crew) 
to mutual or self-destruction by 
turning them into raging paranoiacs. 
Still others insisted that the ex- 
plorer, with or without his crew, had 
stumbled into heaven upon an alien 
earth, and had used the scare-report 
merely to keep other men from 
sharing its delights. 

It was a sheer matter of luck, that 
Juan von Hurlitz, while vacationing 
with a vida-roll actress on a planet 
of Bootes, had stumbled upon and 
facsimiled a copy of the aging Park- 
hurst report. It had been, until his 
meeting with Montezuma Smith in 
a pleasure palace of a planet of 
Betelgeuse, the most closely guard- 
ed secret of his life. 

After returning to Earth itself to 
do research on Ivan Parkhurst, Juan 
had found no reason to doubt the 
truth of his famous report. The ex- 
plorer, he judged correctly, had been 
psychologically incapable either of 
exaggeration or downright lying. 
The report itself had been too pro- 
saic, too matter-of-fact, to suggest 
fraud. 

Like the other members of the odd 
quartet aboard the robot starship, 
Juan knew the incredible truth. He 
knew that the three-man crew of 
Parkhurst’s vessel had died in the 
same explosion that disabled the ex- 
plorer’s ship and left him derelict 
upon a planet where intelligent life 
of a high level had long since ceased 
to exist. He knew, too, that some 
such advanced device as the wish- 
fulfillment instrument existed — al- 
though just how it worked, and to 
what extent, the report had failed to 
state. 

Had Juan von Hurlitz possessed a 
grain of the power-drive that mo- 
tivated Montezuma Smith and other 
such titanic human forces, he might 
have made himself immensely im- 
portant, even in the immense expan- 
sion of galactic man. He possessed 



every needed attribute — intellect, 
imagination, magnetic good looks, 
physical strength and courage, su- 
perb education and above all pres- 
ence — that intangible quality that 
commands the attention of other 
men at will, to say nothing of other 
women. 

Perhaps because he had been so 
richly endowed, perhaps because he 
had early discovered that someone 
was always eager to grant his slight- 
est wish, Juan lacked the spark that 
drives the Montezuma Smiths to the 
top. In fact, he quite genuinely 
scoffed at the acquisitiveness and 
ambition of man. Juan was invited 
everywhere throughout the galaxy, 
he knew all of the charming and 
important people, he had seen and 
done all there was to be seen, and 
done that appealed to him — and 
some things that had not appealed. 

Promoting the illicit trip to Park- 
hurst’s Planet was the climactic 
achievement of a well-wasted life. 
He had worked on the project five 
years, Earth-time, selecting his odd 
and tiny group as carefully as a 
connoisseur selects the wines for 
his cellar. Montezuma Smith was 
chosen not only because he had the 
wealth and power to manage such a 
bootleg trip in luxury but because 
he was the epitome of everything 
vulgar and pushing Juan despised. 
Sheila was chosen because of her 


decadence and because she could 
satisfy his sexual needs and need to 
look upon beauty throughout the 
voyage — Riley Cromwell because he 
represented the eternal poet, the im- 
aginative intellectual, a man with 
whom he could talk as an equal 
while holding him socially beneath 
his feet. 

Regarding the poet, Juan was re- 
minded that Cromwell had not 
spoken his desire. He asked him, and 
the vagabond artist hesitated, a bit 
uneasily before he spoke. “I wish,” 
he said finally in his soft, slurred, 
musical voice, “to give happiness to 
someone who has never known it, to 
share with her that happiness and to 
watch her flower and blossom in its 
warmth.” 

“Very pretty,” said Sheila, a flick- 
er of interest fading quickly from 
her emerald eyes. “Happiness with a 
woman?” Her lashes, once more 
resting upon her cheeks, revealed 
how little she could credit such a 
wish. 

“For once,” growled Montezuma 
Smith, “Miss Singh and I agree. To 
find hqppiness with a woman is like 
seeking safety not in numbers. You 
need quantity before you can find 
quality.” 

“Go on, Riley,” said Juan to the 
poet. 

But Cromwell closed his sensitive 
lips stubbornly and refused to say 
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more. Oddly, there was a glint of 
sullen anged in his dark-blue eyes. 

Not long after this conversation, 
the star-yacht, gripped in a plane- 
tary beam that attached its motion 
as if with a cosmic hook, landed 
gently upon a sleek, translucent 
hardstand surrounded by eerily de- 
signed, lacily beautiful structures as 
superior to those of star-flying Man- 
kind as his were to the skyscrapers 
of the twentieth century. After test- 
ing the atmosphere and finding it 
perfect, the oddly assorted quartet 
of Earthfolk stepped hesitantly 
through the spaceport of their ship 
to stand upon the surface of the 
Forbidden Planet. 

The gravity was perhaps a third 
lighter than that of Earth, and the 
atmosphere was delightfully buoyant 
and stimulating. 

Thus, they strolled without fatigue 
about the spaceport, each reacting 
in accord with him or herself. 

Riley Cromwell was wide open of 
expression and of eye with wonder, 
as they threaded their way in and 
out of buildings that could surely 
not have been designed for and by 
beings anatomically remote from 
humans. He looked, wondered, did 
not touch. 

Montezuma Smith, on the other 
hand, pushed, prodded and tested 
everything, from food dispensers 
(which worked), to alien devices 
(which also worked, presumably, 
but whose purpose remained mys- 
terious) . He commented in sporadic, 
gutteral grunts. 

Sheila remained in a state some- 
where between the poet and the bil- 
lionaire. Her habitual languor was 
lightened, however, and she hummed 
softly, melodiously as they pro- 
pressed. 

Juan, as was his alert custom, 
studied the others and where they 
went. It took him little time to note 
that, however they directed them- 
selves,- invariably they ended up at 
the same delicately designed portal 
— or at one of several exactly simi- 
lar portals. When they had had 
enough of unguided sightseeing, he 
stood aside to let the others pass 
through ahead of him — and then re- 
turned to the ship. Reports or no re- 
ports, he had no intention of being 
his own guinea pig on a planet that 
might offer his one chance at the 
immortality he craved. It was far 
better to let the others die — if 
death was to be their fate. There 
was still that unexplained slaughter 
of Parkhurst’s crew. Because he was 
tired, he slept . . . 



'This really feels good after a busy evening." 


— turn to page 36 


When it conies to passing the buck, 
here's the cat who's got politicians 
beat a mile 

by FRANK W. GRAY 


cartoons by DENNIS 

tftA /buttit 

One of the common- 
est of small-time rackets is the an- 
cient and dishonorable art of short 
changing. It is worked on both sides 
of the counter, by dishonest clerks 
and cashiers, as well as by supposed 
customers. Usually, however, short 
changing is an outside rather than 
an inside job. 

The human vultures who perfect 
themselves at this method of getting 
something for nothing usually rely 
on confusing the victim, or on “the 
hand is quicker than the eye” tech- 
nique. For example, one of the cheap- 
est of the short change dodges is the 
substitution of a nickel for a quarter 
in making change. This is done by 
concealing the nickel between the 
fingers, and substituting it for a quar- 
ter after change has been counted 
out. The supposed customer then 
laughingly remarks that a nickel 
must have gotten mixed in with the 
quarters in the cash register. Sounds 
like small pickings, but one man who 
was caught at it confessed that he 
had been working the nickel-quarter 
substitution for years, and had got- 
ten by with it thousands of times. 

Some short changers insist they 
gave the clerk or cashier a larger bill 
than the one they were given change 
for. They argue in loud tones, call for 
the owner or manager, and try to 
put the employee in the wrong by 
making a disagreeable scene. Some- 
times, the party in authority decides 
there may be some doubt, and pays 








off rather than continuing the verbal 
dog fight. It is not so easy to work 
this dodge anymore, because most 
people who handle money have 
learned to guard against it by plac- 
ing the bill in plain sight on the slab 
of the register while making change. 

Another old-time short changing 
trick is to flash a ten or twenty dol- 
lar bill continually while making a 
purchase. The short changer makes 
sure that the clerk has seen this bill 
several times. At the last instant, a 
smaller bill is substituted, a rapid fire 
of conversation is kept up, and many 
a clerk has taken for granted that 
the larger bill was actually handed 
over. The human mind works that 
way. 

The favorite practice is to act in 
such a way that the victim is con- 
fused. For instance, the short change 
artist approaches a store clerk and 
asks him to change a twenty dollar 
bill. Clerks are usually approached 
instead of cashiers, because the lat- 
ter are more experienced in han- 
dling money. As the clerk counts out 
the. change, the con man suddenly 
discovers he has a smaller bill. Then 
he changes his mind again, and 
makes a small purchase. The process 
of hocus pocus is kept up until the 
poor clerk is not sure who owns 
what, and then the short changer 
walks out with a tidy profit. 

A variation of this trick has been 
worked frequently in busy shopping 
centers. The operator, wearing a 
white apron and posing as a clerk in 
a nearby shop, approaches the busy 
checker in a supermarket. He carries 
an addressed and stamped envelope, 
and a handful of one dollar bills, say- 
ing that he wants to mail the money 
in a single twenty dollar bill, and 
that he doesn’t have one in his shop. 
The clerk takes the sheaf of singles 
from the con man, hands over a 
twenty, and then begins counting the 
ones. The count turns out to be short 
by a dollar. Feigning surprise, the 
con man hands the clerk the sealed 
envelope, presumably containing the 
twenty dollar bill, and tells the clerk 
he will run back to his own store 
and get the dollar bill which was 
short. Naturally he never returns. 
When the clerk finally opens the en- 
velope, which of course has been 
switched, he finds nothing but blank 
paper inside. 

The art of short changing is some- 
times practised by dishonest cash- 
iers. When paying checks in a res- 
taurant, or some other busy place of 
business, people are often in a hurry, 
and don’t always bother to count 
their change. If change for a twenty 
dollar bill is involved, the short 


changer behind the counter may rap- 
idly count out the first ten, and then 
hesitate to see whether the customer 
walks away without claiming the 
balance. One cashier who was finally 
caught at this confessed she had 
cleared several hundred dollars ev- 
ery month by short changing care- 
less and impatient customers. 

The marked bill trick is worked 
by two short changers, operating to- 
gether. One enters a store, makes a 
small purchase, and pays for it with 
a ten or twenty dollar bill. The con- 
federate comes in immediately after- 
ward, makes another small purchase, 
and pays for it with a one dollar bill. 
He then claims he was short changed, 
that he actually gave the clerk a ten 
or twenty. He argues long and loud, 
offering to identify the bill for a tel- 
ephone number he had written on it 


for quick reference. The clerk opens 
the register, sees the bill with the 
number written on it, and may con- 
clude he has made a mistake. This 
trick, with variations, has been 
worked from one end of the country 
to the other. 

Then, there is the phoney agent 
trick, also an old-time favorite. A 
short changer makes a small pur- 
chase, and pays for it with a large 


bill. His partner enters soon after, 
flashes some kind of badge or forged 
credentials, and informs the clerk he 
is on the trail of some counterfeiters 
who have been passing bogus money 
in that neighborhood. He shows the 
clerk a list of serial numbers which 
are supposed to be on the fake bills 
— usually twenties — and asks him 
to check his register. Sure enough, 
the last bill taken in has one of the 
suspected numbers. The phoney 
agent asks to take the bill for evi- 
dence, and gives the clerk a receipt 
for it. Then he walks out, and is 
never heard from again. 

One might conclude in reading de- 
scriptions of some of these capers 
that they are pretty obvious, and 
should be easily detected. But re- 
member this — the short change art- 
ist works fast, puts up an honest ap- 


pearance, is as clever as a magician 
at misdirecting attention, and at con- 
fusing the victim by keeping up a 
flow of conversation. Whether you 
happen to be clerk, cashier, or cus- 
tomer, the only protection against 
this form of petty larceny is to watch 
your money, count your money, and 
never allow yourself to be hurried 
or flurried when making change. n 
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At first meeting, he 
seems like the guy next door, pleas- 
ant looking, a little shy, and warm 
and friendly when he talks. Sta- 
tisticians might call him average'. A 
stranger might call him ordinary. 

But his name is Jack Leynnwood 
and he’s far from being either aver- 
age or ordinary. In fact, his voca- 
tion has made him one of the most 
interesting and envied men in the 
world today. His vocation is ex- 
quisite women! 

Jack Leynnwood is an artist, the 
heir to a tradition that actually be- 
gan as far back as the 14th Century. 
Before that time, the beautiful form 
of woman had been draped, dulled, 
flattened, and robbed of all its volup- 
tuous beauty. It took the Renais- 


While Jack sets up his equipment, the girls busy them- 
selves in checking their own 




Preliminary conferences on the sun deck establish the work schedule for the day. 


sance artists, all of them verile non- 
conformists, to break with tradition 
and give flesh and warm blood to 
their female creations. 

As late as the ’20s and ’30s of our 
own century, the tradition was be- 
ing carried on by Petty and Varga, 
two greats in the art of painting 
beautiful women. But during the 
2nd World War, with the almost un- 
believable technical progress in the 
field of photography, the “created” 
woman faded from view. In her 
place came the “real” woman, liv- 
ing perfection captured for posterity 
on film. The artist of the pen and 
brush, it seemed, was no longer 
heeded. 

Then, in the early ’50s, Jack 
Leynnwood came along and changed 
things again. 

Jack is what is usually called a 
“born” artist. He has been told that 
the first day he was able to grasp a 
pencil he started sketching. At first 
it was puppy dogs and fire engines, 
then plane and rocket ships, and, at 
last, when he entered his teens, 
girls! 

It was often a pretty embarrassing 


thing,” he recalls shyly. “Some- 
times in the middle of a Geometry 
class the teacher would catch me 
sketching imaginative poses of Jean 
Harlow on a bearskin rug! And I 
could never quite make her under- 
stand that Jean Harlow on a bear- 
skin rug was more interesting than 
A=fir i . Although it wasn’t exactly 
geometry, at least it showed her I 
had some interest in figures!” 

By the time Jack was ready to 
convert his school-boy fancy into a 
profession, Hitler was on the ram- 
page. So Jack put his plans aside 
and enlisted in the Air Force. Al- 
though the Armed Services have 
always been infamous for turning 
geniuses into potato-peelers, Jack 
(probably through a lucky mistake) 
got placed into his own field. And 
anyone who shouldered a rifle dur- 
ing the ’40s will easily remember 
Jack’s big posters with the gorgeous, 
seductively dressed French girl that 
warned the boys, in carefully dis- 
couraging words, to be very, very 
careful. Looking back now, one 
wonders if Jack’s lovely creatures 
really accomplished much dis- 


couraging. 

By the time his discharge came, 
Jack had learned that the art of 
creating beautiful women • on the 
drawing board was more than out- 
lining a shapely leg and full bust. 
Here was a challenging and reward- 
ing art, suddenly neglected, he noted, 
because of the increasing use of pho- 
tography, but still full of exciting 
possibilities. What was needed was a 
new approach, something so stimu- 
lating that it could compete success- 
fully with the modern camera. And 
to accomplish this, Jack needed a 
thorough grounding in the technical 
aspects of his field. 

So he went back to school. For 
four years he studied tirelessly long 
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day after long day with model after 
model, often working late into the 
night, drawing with charcoal, pas- 
tels, oils, and every media he could 
get his hands on. 

“I still didn’t feel I was complete- 
ly ready,” Jack admits. “What I 
needed was time to experiment, and 
money. So I went into magazine 
illustrating, using every extra dollar 
and hour I had to work with the 
most beautiful models I could find. 
It wasn’t until mid-1951 that I felt I 
had worked out the right technique.” 

And the right technique it was! 
With only three published paintings, 
orders started pouring in, some of 
them from the top magazines in the 
field. 

What Jack had developed was 
something essentially simple. “In- 
stead of painting pure form, I con- 
centrated on realistically capturing 
the personality of the model, that 
special third-dimension it’s so easy 
to neglect when working on a beau- 
tiftil body. I suppose you could say 
I compromised on something be- 
tween interpretative painting and 
the realism of photography. Actual- 


ly, these paintings are not in com- 
petition with the photographic art. 
They’re something different, some- 
thing individual in themselves. The 
only similarity between the photog- 
rapher and me is that we both need 
exquisite girls for models.” 

On a typical workday, Jack’s 
studio resembles a wonderful day- 
dream. There, in revealing and 
tantalizing poses, recline the most 
beautiful young ladies imaginable. 

Because he often uses two models 
ip. a day, Jack usually begins work 
early in the morning. Despite the 
early hour, the girls invariably ar- 
rive in a playful, ready-to-work 
mood. 

Over a cup of coffee (or a cock- 
tail, if they start later in the day), 
Jack and the girls discuss the poses 
and effects he wants. When all is 
clearly understood, the girls retire 
upstairs to undress and prepare 
themselves. Long experience has 
taught Jack that the best model is a 
relaxed model, so after the girls are 
undressed he lets them wander 
around the house until they begin 
— turn to page 66 



Don’t give me that, Miss Helenor Young!” roared 
Captain Jake Troy. “The man is dead and he was found in your 
quarters!” He slammed himself away from the hobby workbench 
in his cabin where he had been fiddling with electronic components 
in a futile attempt to keep his temper. The swivel chair protested 
with a squeal of overloaded casters. 

He rose to his feet, a giant of a man with a bull-like body gone 
slightly soft from ten years in the free lance space freight business. 
He was a hard-bitten thirty-five years old and had seen a lot of 
baffling, weird things in knocking around the star systems of the 
Empire, but this topped them all. 

He glared down at the beautiful slim loveliness of the famous vid 
star and self-consciously sucked in his gut. No amount of planetside 
exercise and sport seemed to compensate for the long months of 
inactivity and routine aboard the rust-bucket Helen O’ Troy which 
he proudly called his own. He was getting soft and knew it. 

But even now in his towering anger at the inexplicable death of 
his powerman he was still sensitively aware of the minute 
vibrations from the old spaceship’s crochety Bloch converters as 
they pushed her at a slow six times the speed of light through 
interstellar space. 

“What happened? Did he try to rape you, is that it?” 

The beautiful young woman sat cringing in a chair by the steel 
bulkhead. Her perfect oval face was streaked with tears and her 
startling red hair was disarranged. She wore a half buttoned green 
blouse and tight green shorts. Five months in space was a long 
time. Jake found his eyes feasting on the half-exposed whiteness 
of her generous pointed breasts. 

“I don’t remember,” she sobbed, slumped down in abject fear 
and shame. “I don’t ever remember when — I just don’t remember! 

— turn the page 


Possessed by the strange alien life, Helenor needed sex as others need water 

castaway from hades 

by RICHARD E. GEIS 






CASTAWAY, from page 22 
Can’t you leave me alone?” 

“Miss Young . . . Helenor ... I have 
to know what went on in that cabin 
before you came out of it in a hys- 
terical fit with no clothes on. Pato 
Saunders is dead and I can’t find out 
how or why he died. There isn’t a 
mark on him. He didn’t have a weak 
heart. Now you tell me something!” 

“I-I met him in the passageway 
outside my cabin.” She sniffled and 
stopped crying, stealing quick fear- 
ful looks up at Jake. “He wanted to 
know something about the engines 
of the yacht before Mr. Vick tinker- 
ed with them and we crashed on 
that awful planet where you found 
me.” 

Jake nodded. She’d still be ma- 
rooned there on Hades IV if a. water 
pipe in Helen O’ Troy’s lower hold 
hadn’t sprung a leak. It had gone 
undetected until an emergency land- 
ing at the nearest Earth-type planet 
was imperative. The scanner had 
spotted the wreck of the space yacht 
on their fifth down-spiral. 

She continued, “I said I didn’t 
know anything about them and then 
he began to — ” She buried her face 
in her hands. “I don’t remember af- 
ter that. He tried to kiss me and I 
can’t remember!” 

Jake wrinkled his brows in 
thought. There was something 
radically wrong with this girl. She’d 



been living in that wreck for two 
months before the Helen O’ Troy 
lumbered in for repairs and water. 
There was little food left in the 
smashed galley of the yacht. In the 
still serviceable main section cabins 
Jake and his Navigator “Rat” Con- 
dos had found two men, freshly 
dead, but no visible evidence of their 
manner of dying. 

What was worse, and this froze 
Jake’s blood, both had been stark 
naked in their beds. Exactly as Pato 
Saunders was found. And this fab- 
ulous woman swore she remembered 
nothing about any of the deaths. 

Suddenly, the Helen O’ Troy 
lurched into an abrupt change of 
course. Jake shifted his weight auto- 
matically from long practice as the 
spaceship groaned with stress in its 
avoidance of a meteor. 

The girl was pitched out of her 
chair onto the floor: She cried out 
sharply in pain and began weeping 
again. Jake helped her up and ex- 
amined the skin on the underside of 
her left arm where it had scraped 
on the deck. • 

“It hurts, it hurts,” she wailed. He 
looked at her sharply. The skin had 
hardly been damaged. There wasn’t 
even a scratch. He tested for a 
broken bone with negative results. 

“You’re making a lot of fuss over 
nothing. What’s wrong with you? Do 
you know? Can you tell me any- 


thing?” He hoped she could. With a 
crew of three men, including him- 
self, the ship couldn’t afford another 
tragedy. 

She wilted in his arms and he was 
uncomfortably aware of the de- 
liciously soft cushion of her breasts 
against his chest. He sat her on his 
bunk. 

She recovered and stared straight 
ahead as she told her story. “Mr. 
Vick, my producer, wasn’t satisfied 
with the speed the yacht was mak- 
ing so he started fiddling with the 
engines. They blew up and killed 
him. The mate crash-landed her on 
that horrible planet and he and the 
cook and I just settled down to wait. 
Everything was broken . . . there was 
no way to signal.” 

She paused and swallowed and 
closed her eyes. “It was so hot and 
the jungle was all around us and it 
was so quiet. Always so quiet. The 
mate said for us not to go outside, 
but a day before you came I did it 
anyway. I couldn’t stand them look- 
ing at me and the stink every- 
where . . .” 

Jake nodded to himself. The quiet 
had gotten to him, too, even though 
they’d been there only two days. It 
was as if everything were in hiding 
. . . afraid. 

“I got outside and a small animal 
like a dog rushed up and bit me. It 
didn’t hurt but I got dizzy right 
away and passed out.” 

She looked up at Jake, her eyes 
like grey rocks in her face. “You’re 
going to make me tell everything, 
aren’t you?” 

He nodded. “I’ve got to know.” 

“I don’t know how much it’ll let 
me tell you. It stops me — ” She 
trembled violently and seemed to be 
fighting an internal battle. Her voice 
continued slowly. “I woke up and 
felt like I had something in my 
head! Something in the back of my 
head was rooting around! My arms 
jerked, I got up and fell down, I 
couldn’t walk right . . . like I was a 
piano it was learning how to play!” 
She shuddered and her hands 
clutched at her face. 

Then I went back into the wreck 
and . . . oh, God ... I took off my 
clothes in front of them. I couldn’t 
help it. I didn’t have control any- 
more!” 

She threw herself down on the 
pillow and buried her face, sobbing. 
“Help me,” she moaned. “Help 
me . . .” 

Jake sat beside her on the bunk 
and patted her shoulder. His mind 
was sorting through the stories, lies, 
fables, rumors, and facts he’d heard 
about Hades IV. 



"George is making it for my birthday, but I'm not sure what it is." 


Factually it was the fourth planet 
out from a large hot Sol-type sun. It 
was covered by volcanic mountains, 
most still active, with creeping chok- 
ing jungle filling the valleys. One 
third of its surface was a seething 
yellow sea. A team of ecologists had 
gone into its jungles some thirty 
years ago in A.D. 2790 and one man 
had come out, raving about an alien 
life that fed on animal souls and was 
killing off the planet’s larger mam- 
mals faster than they could breed. 

The man was sent to an m-con- 
struction clinic, but a few scientists 
speculated that the alien life he 
spoke of, if it existed, couldn’t pos- 
sibly be native to the planet. The 
theory went that the aliens were 
possible colonists ... or castaways. 

And that was about it. Not much 
was known about Hades IV, and ap- 
parently, no one was much interest- 
ed. Jake was glad he’d ordered the 
men to wear space suits at all times 
when outside the freighter. 

“What happened after you took off 
your clothes?” he asked. 

Her voice was muffled by the pil- 
low. She refused to look at him. “I 
don’t know . . . exactly. Everything 
got all grey and faded out. When I 
could see and hear again the mate 
and the cook were both . . . like you 
found them . . . and I was hungry and 
thirsty and I knew I’d been — ” She 
broke off and tensed. Her body went 
rigid. “Sex!” she screamed. “I knew 
I’d had sex!” 

Jake felt he needed a billion- 
credit computor to work out the an- 
swer to the problem on his bunk 
crying her heart out. 

Was she possessed by an alien life 
form which sucked its existence 
from her sex-attracted victims, or 
was she a homicidal maniac? The 
crash on Hades IV and the enforced 
confinement with two lower-class 
men could easily have caused the 
derangement. 

One thing bothered him: her ex- 
treme sensitivity to pain. What 
could cause that? Experimentally he 
reached over and pinched her arm. 
She reacted as if a live wire had 
touched her. 

“No, don’t hurt me, please. You 
shouldn’t have done it. I can feel it 
waking up again. It hates pain. I 
can hear it thinking sometimes. Pain 
is like poison to it. It wants nerve 
pleasure.” 

She shut her eyes tight, her hands 
pressed the sides of her head and 
her lips drew away from her teeth 
in a grimace of horror. “Oh, God, 
it’s hungry again!” She emitted a 
long drawn out fluctuating moan. 
The moan stopped as if it had been 


cut off with a knife. She rolled over She had not spoken, but now there 
onto her back and looked at him, came from her lips a blood chilling 
terror-stricken. Then something went mechanical monotone. “Don’t hurt 
out and she was staring through me . . . don’t hurt me . . . don’t hurt me 
him. Jake felt a cold shiver slide . . . don’t hurt me ...” 
down his spine. Jake looked into her eyes. They 

Her hands reached up to her were open but totally unfocused. It 

blouse and ripped it from her body. was enough. His desire faltered and 

Her mountain-like breasts with winked out. He was convinced, 

their reddish brown peaks quivered He could think of only one thing 
from the abrupt motion of her body. that might help her. He stood up 

He could see the nipples expanding, and quickly brought several lwigths 

growing like tiny red pastries rising of wire from a supply drawer below 
in an oven. bis hobby bench. 

Her hands sought the plastic con- She was moving and twisting on 
tact zipper in her shorts and pulled the bed, arms reaching blindly for 

it open. With a single sinuous move- him, hips jerking slightly, breathing 

ment the shorts were slipped down deep but irregular. She wasn t 

and off. He couldn’t help looking aware of it as he tied her arms and 

and wanting. legs. . , 

She turned on her side toward him He went to the bench again and 
and reached. With amazing strength brought back his soldering gun and 

she literally pulled him down to her plugged it in near the bed. 
lips. Her tongue slid eel-like into He hesitated, wondering if what 
his mouth. In spite of his reasoned he was going to do was best. There 

determination to resist he felt his were legal, moral questions. He 

body responding massively to her brushed them aside. Not while be 

elemental, direct love-making, her was Captain of a spaceship. His will 

naked animal demand. was law. 

She »took his hands and placed He took a deep breath and wig - 
them on her body, writhing under gered the gun against the sole of her 

them, urging them to perform ex- left foot. If that thing in her brain 

citing pleasurable things. Her own reacted to pain like food poisoning, 

hands explored his body and then he was going to give it a fatal case 

fastened on him with a possessive of ptomaine. 

intimate grip that left no doubt She screamed. Her body con- 
about what she wanted. - turn to P a 9 e 65 



"Well, well — what did I find! A lovely naked $100 bill that's 
just dying for some pretty company . . 
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Flesh lovers, beware! The best 
build in the world may be just a skeleton 


T here is an old, es- 
tablished saying which goes, “The 
nearer the bone, the better the meat.” 
At the time of its creation (when- 
ever that was) , the author undoubt- 
edly had just finished gnawing on a 
beef or chop bone and was remark- 
ing on the flavor of the meat in 
question. 

However, all things change with 
time, and it was not long before the 
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phrase acquired the direct sexual 
connotation it carries to this day. 
This connotation implies that slim, 
slender or downright skinny girls are 
better in bed than those with more 
flesh on their inner scaffolding. 

It is the purpose of this little non- 
clinical study to determine whether 
or not there is any truth in the say- 
ing, especially in view of the mod- 
ern female’s tendency to diet herself 


into a chronic state of greyhound ill- 
humor in the name of sexual attrac- 
tion. 

As one noted professional amorist 
recently put it, “The way things are 
nowadays, it’s almost impossible to 
hay in with a woman and not wake 
up the next morning without an epi- 
dermis bruised black and blue by the 
fact that her bones have no flesh to 
speak of to cushion them. Ah, for 


the good old days, when a woman 
was like a sofa cushion, and a hell of 
a lot more fun!” 

Was he right? Well, let’s take a 
long, lingering look at the record . . . 

In their art, the Greeks of yore 
may have tended to idealize things a 
little, but they were the first (and 
perhaps the only) people to view hu- 
man beings realistically and with 
bodily function in mind. So how did 
— turn to page 64 
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LOOK MA — NO PANTS! 

(Saxtorp, Sweden): Motorcyclist Sven Wikander came in second in this inter- 
national race, but he drew a lot more applause than the winner, for a couple of 
obvious reasons. From now on, he’ll wear suspenders ! 



HOLD 'ER JOE 

(Pittsburgh, Pa.) Unidentified airman helps hoist 
the biggest pin-up on record. The only problem is, 
"will May Britt fit over his bunk?” 



HIS ARE ON TOP! 

(Hollywod, Cal.): Hardy perennial sexpot Mae West tests muscles of "Mr. Hercules”, 
Red Lewis to make sure everything is on the up and up and in proper place. 


LOVE ME TENDER! 

(Boston, Mass.): A 310-pound black bear hings on 
for dear life in lady-wrestler Alma Mills clutches. 
Better muzzle Alma, too! 
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PUT THAT HAT ON, KEN! 

(Las Vegas, Nev.): Always the perfect gentleman, comedian Ken Murray believes in remov- 
ing his hat in a lady's presence. But on this occasion, when blonde, busty Mane Wilson s 
bra snapped, he overdid it. 

Phbtos by United Press International 


’round - the - world 



OOPS! HER-ER-SLIP IS SHOWING! 

(New York, N.Y.): Broadway showgirl Marie 
Wallace takes an unsolicited dive while modeling 
a gown on the Plaza Fountain rim. 
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THIS IS LEGAL? 

(Seattle, Wash.): The local solons said bikinis were okay if 
... and left the rest to the cops. Sgt. Arne Lind ponders legal- 
ity of pretty Darien Smith’s navel. 


SHOT IN THE — APSE 

(Las Vegas, Nev.) : Nipponese hoofer Mary Shinju yelps prettily as Dr. How- 
ard Zellhofer gives her polio shot. Other members of show await their turn. 




From fighting to extortion to wild sex, there wasn't anything 
done that Fanny Sweet couldn't do better 


Around Woman 


All- 


by CONNIE SELLERS 


Fanny sweet had a certain something. Almost six feet tall, with ungainly 
hands and feet and a lumpy figure, she was outwardly a mess. 

But for some reason men looked beyond her hooked nose, bushy eyebrows and thick- 
lensed glasses to her clear, glowing blue eyes and the erotic promises that gleamed deep 
within them. 

For this masculine-looking woman never lacked for lovers, and left a trail of mangled 
hearts and empty wallets from coast to coast, and even overseas. 

She was also accused of killing one man in a gunfight, of poisoning several others, 
gun-running, blackmail, espionage, voodoo and torture. 

In general, Fanny Sweet was what might be considered an all-around woman, turn- 
ing her large, capable hands to whatever opportunity offered the chance for a quick dol- 
lar — whether it was marriage, blackmail or murder. 

In 1861 the New Orleans True Delta named her a “modern Lucretia Borgia . . . one of 
the most remarkable female desperadoes ever known.” The newspaper reported her habit 
of carrying a pair of pistols and a Bowie knife, and stated she slept with this arsenal 
under her pillow. 

Fanny replied by offering the story of her life to the paper, which was gleefully ac- 
cepted and published in installments. In elegant rhetoric, Fanny told of being born in 
England and orphaned at eight. 

Relatives in Virginia took her in, but farmed her out to another member of the family 
when she was fifteen — a bachelor. This scoundrel, Fanny said, seduced her, and she 

— turn the page 


lost her first brothel 
when she threw the 
madame down stairs. 


WOMAN, from page 31 
waited “trustingly for him to marry 
her.” She waited for two years, until 
they boarded a steamer for New 
Orleans. 

At Memphis, the man vanished, 
leaving Fanny to go downriver alone 
and destitute. She was befriended by 
a man and wife on the boat, who 
offered her a place to stay in the 
city. But Fanny slipped up later, and 
told them of her faithless lover. 
Shocked, they tossed her out into 
die streets. 

She was found by a lawyer who 
offered his advice, and also his bed. 
Inexperienced Fanny hadn’t de- 
veloped her gift yet, and the man 
tired of her. She entered a brothel, 
mad at the world, and soon acquired 
a reputation for violence. She was 
fired when she flung another pros- 
titute downstairs. 

Fanny got her first real break 
when she moved to a bagnio on 
Royal Street. There she met a young 
banker who begged her to become 
his private mistress. A year later, 
the banker embezzled a large sum 
of money and skipped the country. 

She denied he had given her any 
of the bank’s funds, and said she had 
lived with him “for love.” She point- 
ed out that she had been meeting a 
certain respectable gentleman on the 
sly all this time, and had received 
her support from him. 

But Fanny had enough loot to take 


off for New York, where she bought 
tickets for California for herself and 
“two friends.” She also had money 
on hand to open a profitable haber- 
dashery in San Francisco. The great 
fire of 1850 wiped her out, and she 
became mistress to a Sacramento 
property owner. 

She circulated among the miners 
there dressed as a man, and was re- 
spected by them for her willingness 
to fight it out on any terms. A stage 
driver named Putnam made the mis- 
take of slapping her one night. Fan- 
ny beat him to the draw and 
dropped him with a bullet through 
the head. 

A more-than-friendly justice of 
the peace tried and acquitted her, 
but Putnam’s friends stormed the 
judge’s house waving a noose. Fanny 
escaped and hid out on a prison ship 
moored in the river. 

She beat it for more familiar 
grounds, and showed briefly in New 
Orleans during 1853. She was next 
heard of in Aspinwall, Panama, 
where she was married. The lucky 
groom was Abraham M. Hinkley, 
wealthy owner of the California Ex- 
press. 

Reappearing in New Orleans the 
following year, Fanny bought a 
large home and showed the haughty 
Creoles she was now a lady of 
means. She was driven about in a 
gaudy carriage, dressed in silks and 
satins, and sparkling with jewels. A 


half-dozen slaves trotted along be- 
hind her. 

She brought suit for divorce from 
Hinkley, and he conveniently 
hastened proceedings by joining the 
Walker filibuster to Nicaragua and 
being killed. Soon afterward, Fanny 
was hauled into court on charges of 
torturing her slaves. The law freed 
her unhappy Negroes, and Fanny 
headed for New York again. 

In 1860, she came back to a house 
on Canal Street and embraced the 
black magic of voodooism. Marie 
Laveau was the ruling queen of the 
cult at the time, and the two women 
became close friends. Fanny bought 
quantities of charms, love poisons 
and magic amulets. She ran afoul of 
the law once more when police raid- 
ed a voodoo orgy of naked men and 
women, and found her among them. 

But her occult dabbling evidently 
paid off, for a new protector appear- 
ed on the scene. Described as a 
“gentleman of years and means, of 
high standing in social and commer- 
cial circles,” he set Fanny up hand- 
somely. 

He gave her a house on Basin 
Street, luxuriously furnished and 
well stocked with imported wines 
and liquors. Fanny had new slaves 
to mistreat, blooded horses and a 
made-to-order carriage. She later 
peddled this vehicle for some six- 
teen hundred dollars, no mean sum 
in those days. 

Fanny’s creaking lover visited her 
several times a week over the next 
two years. Meanwhile, the all- 
around woman had other irons in 
the fire. She managed a neat little 
assignation house where she pro- 
vided very young girls for the en- 
tertainment of elderly men. Fanny 
then blackmailed her customers, 
bleeding one to the tune of ten 
thousand dollars within a single 
year. 

Her protector discovered her side- 
line, and tried to break off their re- 
lationship. Fanny laughed, and 
pointed out that she could easily 
ruin him, also. He offered her a 
healthy sum to leave town. Fanny 
took it and stayed put. Later she put 
the bite on him for more money. 

He refused, and Fanny said she 
figured he was due to fall sick be- 
fore long. He did, and puzzled doc- 
tors called his malady “congestive 
chills.” He didn’t recover until Fan- 
ny sold him a secret remedy. After 
this near-fatal bout with his mis- 
tress’s voodoo powers, the old man 
paid off regularly and quietly. 

Fanny looked for new fields to 
conquer, and fixed upon a man oth- 
er women considered a highly un- 



likely prospect. Although rich, Wil- 
liam Stephens was known as a tight- 
wad widower, and a bluenose who 
wouldn’t even be seen in a coffee 
house, much less the places Fanny 
frequented. 

Somehow, Fanny hooked him. She 
closed her house and moved in with 
Willie, dressing as a man and posing 
as his nephew to protect his reputa- 
tion. In 1861 she made a business 
trip to New York for him, and turn- 
ed a little profit of her own. 

Unearthing some valuable mili- 
tary reports on the massing Yankee 
armies, Fanny hurried back to New 
Orleans and sold the information to 
Confederate headquarters there. 

The war gave Fanny some big 
ideas. She talked Willie into turning 
everything he owned into cash. 
They’d travel overland to Mexico, 
she said, buy quinine and guns, and 
haul them back for a fast and profit- 
able sale to the Rebels. 

Accompanied by a man called — 
oddly enough — Lincoln, they set 
forth with about sixty-five thousand 
dollars resting in Willie’s poke. Fan- 
ny had two passports — one as a 
man, one “Frederick Stephens, a 
subject of Great Britain,” and an- 
other as a female. 

Between Houston and Corpus 
Christi, Willie came down with the 
“congestive chills.” Maybe Fanny’s 
romancing with young Lincoln 
brought on the illness. But she didn’t 
expect Willie to die until after they’d 
crossed the Mexican border. He fool- 
ed her by expiring near Brownsville, 
and causing an investigation. 

Fanny turned her hidden charms 
upon a police chief, and no inquest 
was held. Willie was buried and 
Fanny and Lincoln quickly found 
other places to go. Of course, Wil- 
lie’s money went with them. 

Reports of Stephen’s death reach- 
ed New Orleans and caused an up- 
roar. The True Delta reported Fanny 
and her loAjpr fleeing through Mex- 
ico, and remarked that her boy- 
friend’s life “could not be insured 
at this time for ninety-nine cents on 
the dollar. He will not doubt be at- 
tacked by congestive chills before 
they are halfway to Vera Cruz.” 
Police searched Fanny’s New Or- 
leans house and unearthed her voo- 
doo chest. It contained a lock of 
bloodstained hair, amulets, and 
packets of suspicious white powders. 
Fanny later claimed that these were 
love charms, and nobody ever 
proved differently. 

Mayor John Monroe of New Or- 
leans heard the pair was still in 
Texas, and sent a detective to inter- 
cept and arrest them. He also wrote 


to Brownsville authorities for infor- 
mation. 

A dozen letters came back, testify- 
ing, if not to Fanny’s innocence, at 
least to her consumate ability as an 
actress. One such stated she had 
shown “sorrow inconsolable” at Wil- 
lie’s death, and. that “I would as soon 
believe the Angel Gabriel did viol- 
ence to Stephens.” 

Fanny saw to it these testimonials 
were published, and a wave of sym- 
pathy swept the city. The Picayune 
newspaper said there was “nothing 
against Fanny Sweet but her past 
reputation.” On December 12, 1861, 
she and her lover were released, 
cleared by an official announcement 
of the state attorney general. 

When Yankee troops captured the 
city, Fanny vanished. It might have 
been too tough to make a dollar un- 
der the occupation of the bluecoats. 
For the next few years, reports 
placed her variously in New York, 
Washington, and other cities scatter- 
ed throughout the North. 

Rumor had it that the redoubtable 
Fanny Sweet was operating as a 
highly-paid Espionage agent for the 
Confederate Army, and that she in- 
sisted upon being paid for her serv- 
ices in good, hard gold. 

After the war Fanny returned to 
New Orleans and reopened her 
house on the corners of Basin and 
Gasquet Streets. Under her deft 
supervision, the house became well- 
known as a place where jaded ap- 
petites of tired — and rich — old men 
could be tempted by young and of- 
ten virginal morsels. 

Fanny seems to have turned her 
back upon blackmail about this time, 
for her business prospered. She was 
in no serious trouble with the police 
for the twenty years she operated 
her place. 

Somewhat gentled by experience, 
war and age, Fanny still had that in- 
definable something — that subtle, 
overpowering lure that brought men 
to kneel at her feet. 

Certainly age did not mellow nor 
soften the heavy features, the coarse 
skin and awkward posture of the 
woman. When Fanny left town for 
the last time in 1889, she was as ugly 
as ever. 

All of sixty years old, her face 
showing the lines of a hard and 
violent life, Fanny took with her a 
new lover — a wealthy one, of course. 

She died in Florida, unpunished 
for her many sins, and probably 
passed on^ happily. For Fanny Sweet 
had something most other women 
would have sold their souls to 
possess — and uncanny ability to lure 
and hold men. o 
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PLANET, 

from page 15 


A sh,vkr-and-purple dawn awaken- 
ed him and drew him from the con- 
fees of the ship. Arming himself, for 
while brave enough if conditions 
warranted bravery, Juan was not a 
man to take needless risks, he walk- 
ed forth into the soft, sweet early 
daylight. When he reached the gate 
through which his companions had 
passed the evening before, he hesi- 
tated, then boldly pushed on through. 

He found himself in a veritable 
garden of Eden, a garden as de- 
scribed in the long-dead pages of 
the Koran, a place of gem-like fruits 
and jade-green leaves and down- 
soft turf. After a bit he found him- 
self standing on the lip of a gentle 
pool in which swam golden carp. On 
every side, flowers of shapes and 
colors and sweet scent such as he 
had never seen or smelled filled the 
air with rare and exotic perfume. 

In such surroundings, he was not 
surprised to come upon Sheila, 
stretched out, nude and perfect as an 
ivory figurine upon a sort of bower 
of turf and roses, who petals clung, 
here and there, like velvet jewels to 
her velvet skin. As she lay there, 
her gem-encrusted fingers played 
idly in a small pile of precious 
stones the like of which Juan had 
never seen, not even in the Mine 
Museum of Bootes. 

She looked up at Juan and smiled 
without embarrassment, although 
she was not alone. Her bower-bed 
was shared by a softly muscled 
youth with the proportions of an 
ancient Greek Apollo and the empty 
eyes of a zombie. 

“I thought,” Juan said, regarding 
the spectacle with mild surprise, “that 
you wanted to be alone, Sheila.” 

She laughed — the merry, tinkling, 
silver laughter of a happy little girl. 
“I thought so, too,” she replied, run- 
ning her exquisite sparkling fingers 
through the silken, ruddy curls of 
her lover’s head. “But when I be- 
gan to weave my memories, he came 
and it was he I wanted. He leaves 
without a word when I have enjoyed 
enough, and returns when I am 
rested.” 

“Why the jewels?” Juan inquired, 
nodding toward the glittering pyra- 
mid of brilliants beside her vernal 
couch. 

“Because they make me happy,” 


she replied. “Because they tell me 
how much he values my love.” Her 
perfumed body stirred, her lips 
sought those of the mindless thing 
in whose arms she lay. And Juan, a 
trifle puzzled, a trifle concerned, 
went on his way. 

A bit further on, he found himself 
standing upon what looked like a 
railway track of nineteenth century 
America. It curved out of sight be- 
yond a gabled passenger station, and 
presently, as he studied this phe- 
nomenon, a small, gaily painted, 
wood-burning locomotive, with fun- 
nel stack and all agleam with red 
paint and polished brasswork came 
chugging around the bend, bell ring- 
ing, and pulled to a stop. A bulky 
figure, emerged from th* cab, toting 
an oil-can in one hand and a 
monkey-wrench in the other. 

“Hello, Monte,” said Juan to Mon- 
tezuma Smith. “Quite a harem 
you’ve got here.” 

The euphoric glow in Smith’s 
deepset little eyes was replaced with 
a look of sheepishness. “I know,” 
he admitted. “I tried it at first — but 
a hundred women are exactly a hun- 
dred times more trouble than one. 
This” — with an adoring look at the 
long-obsolete locomotive, tender and 
cars — “is what I’ve always really 
wanted. Ain’t she a dandy? Once I 
get her really oiled up and firing, 
I’ll have her doing seventy on the 
straightaway beyond the trestle. I’m 
telling you, von Hurlitz . . .” 

The growling basso went ''on, but 
Juan, his attention wandering, was 
regarding a man and woman who 
had just stepped out upon the sta- 
tion platform. The man was Riley 
Cromwell, but the woman at first 
was unfamiliar. She was radiantly 
beautiful and warm, although worry 
put a vertical line between her fine, 
level brows, and it was this radiance 
that deceived him briefly. Then, of 
course, he recognized her. 

Interrupting Montezuma quietly, 
he nodded toward the newcomers 
and said, “Isn’t that your wife over 
there with Riley Cromwell, Monte?” 

The transport billionaire followed 
Juan’s nod, and his face went pale 
beneath its spaceburn. His heavy 
mouth fell open, his little eyes went 
round as pearl buttons. He took a 
deep breath, all the happiness gone 
out of him, and moved toward the 
platform, Juan following. 

“God damn it, Martha,” he rum- 
bled. “I might have known you’d 
never leave me alone. Why in hell 
do you have to come butting on in 
all the time where you aren’t want- 
ed? Why in hell did you have to 
come out here to Parkhurst’s Planet 


after me?” 

“I didn’t come out here after you, 
Monte,” his wife said with quiet dig- 
nity, although she, too, had lost some 
of her radiance at the encounter. “It 
was Riley who wished me here. I 
only thought, before I — went with 
him, that it would be the decent 
thing to let you know, to see how 
you felt. After all, I am your wife.” 

The billionaire listened incred- 
ulously, and there was a long pause 
when she had finished, a pause while 
he looked from one to the other of 
them uncomprehendingly. “Riley 
wished you here?” he said finally. 

“That’s right,” said the poet gent- 
ly. “I’ve been in love with Martha 
ever since the first time I laid eyes 
on her.” 

“And eyes are all you’ll ever lay 
on her, you cheap, word-slinging 
tramp!” roared Smith as compre- 
hension finally came. No bull-seal in 
mating time was ever more the out- 
raged male defending his mate than 
was the transport billionaire at that 
moment. Something that he con- 
sidered his was threatened, and 
whether he wanted it or not, he was 
prepared to defend it. 

“You don’t understand,” said Mar- 
tha quietly. “I’m going with Riley, 
since he wants me. I only hope I 
make him happy.” 

“Darling!” said the poet, looking 
down at her dreamily. “Darling, the 
shoe is on the other foot.” 

This display of open affection was 
too much for the irate billionaire. 
His face congested to bursting, he 
leaped at the lovers, brandishing his 
heavy monkey wrench. Juan, not in 
the least expecting such action, had 
no chance to check the big man’s 
onslaught. He could only stand and 
watch while Smith brought the 
heavy iron tool whistling down on 
the poet’s unguarded skull . . . 

But not quite. A tall, male figure 
darted out of the station, carrying a 
two-by-four, with which he deflect- 
ed the blow, then delivered upon 
Smith’s person a stinging smack, 
square in the seat of his dignity, that 
sent him sprawling alongside the 
tracks. Furious, Smith scrambled to 
his feet, but something in the 
stranger’s bearing caused him to 
slow to a stop. 

“All right,” said the latter. “I 
don’t know who you are, but this has 
got to stop — right now and forever. 
By your own admission, you don’t 
want the woman. Yet you were 
ready to commit murder rather than 
give her her happiness with an- 
other." 

“Aw . . .” said the billionaire, actual- 
ly blushing. “Aw — you don’t under- 
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stand. If she’d picked anybody 
else . . 

“Isn’t that her business?” the 
stranger inquired. 

Smith scuffed at the cinders be- 
tween the tie-ends. Then he looked 
up and said, “I guess you’re right.” 
He turned to Martha and Cromwell 
and added, “Why don’t you two get 
lost? I was doing okay here until 
you came along.” 

He stood there, looking deflated, 
until the lovers vanished through 
the station door. Then, heavily, he 
climbed back into the cab. There was 
a defiant toot of the steam whistle, 
and the gay little train chugged on 
its way. Juan turned toward the 
stranger. 

“You’re Ivan Parkhurst, aren’t 
you?” he asked. 

“That’s correct,” was the reply. “I 
suppose I should have expected you 
people, or people like you, sooner or 
later.” He seemed neither glad nor 
sorry that newcomers had arrived to 
interrupt his exile. He looked, Juan 
thought, rather like one of the 
haunted figures from a tale by Poe 
or Hawthorne. 

“I should think you would wel- 
come company,” said Juan as they 
walked through a landscape that, 
like Parkhurst, became more and 
more like something out of Poe or 
Hawthorne. 

“It means trouble,” said the 
planet’s discoverer. “It was the same 
sort of thing that caused my crew to 
destroy themselves and our ship. 
People so seldom know what they 
want — nor are they prepared to en- 
dure the wants of others.” 

A thought struck Juan. “Good 
lord, man!” he said. “Are you sure 
I didn’t dream or wish you up? You 
can’t be alive. You landed here more 
than forty years ago, and you were 
a man of ninety-three then . . .” 

A thin smile crossed the other’s 
long, sad, haunted face. “I’m real,” 
he replied. “As much as anyone is 
real.” 

“But after all these years,” cried 
Juan. “Surely, you must wish for 
companionship.” 

Parkhurst shrugged. “There’s 
plenty of time for that,” he said. 

“But you’ve over a hundred and 
thirty years old!” protested Juan. 
“You can’t have much time left, 
whatever miracle of geriatrics this 
planet has wrought.” 

“I have all the time there is,” said 
Parkhurst simply. 

Juan stopped dead in his tracks. 
He eyed the other oddly and said, 
“You mean, you wished for etem- 
ity?” 

Parkhurst shook his head. “No,” 


he said simply, “I wished for death 
as soon as I discovered the proper- 
ties of this planet and sent out my 
report. However, we seldom really 
want what we wish — or hadn’t you 
noticed?” 

“I noticed,” said Juan. 

“That’s why the planet is unsafe 
for human beings,” the immortal told 
him. “It’s analysis patterns strike 
deep and true, which is more 'than 
we can say of our own. I wished for 
death, but I wanted life — eternal 
life — and I got it. I have not aged a 
whisker in almost half a century, 
Earth-time.” He paused, shivered a 
little, added, “And now, if you’ll ex- 
cuse me, I’ll be moving along. I pre- 
fer warmer temperatures.” 

Quite rapidly, he walked away, 
leaving Juan staring after, him. In- 
comprehensible, he thought — or was 
it. Shivering himself, he discovered 
that a dark cloud had fallen over the 
sun, and that on either side of a 
grassless path, leafless trees stirred 
in a chilling, slowly rising wind. 

He took off after Parkhurst, but 
he must, he decided, have missed the 
way. The dead forest grew ever 
thicker about him, the sky darker, 
the wind colder and more cutting. A 
strange, mindless lassitude seemed 
to have infiltrated his very being, 
while it did nothing to drug his 
mind. His legs were like lead, his 
breath growing short, and he paused 
to consider what had happened, 
what was happening. He weighed 
every known factor, seeking his own 
wrong turning. Surely, if this were 
the road to immortality, it had taken 
a strange turning. For he felt tired 
and sick — tired and sick almost to 
death. 

With the thought came under- 
standing of the monstrous jest he 
had played upon himself. Why had 
he sought immortality so strongly, 
why had he loathed death? Because, 
subconsciously, it was what he truly 
desired, and the loathing was in- 
spired by his fear of that deep de- 
sire. Parkhurst had sought death, or 
so he believed, but had yearned for 
immortality underneath — and won 
it from this planet. 

Juan had sought immortality — 
and he was finding . . . Slowly, he 
rounded a turn in the narrow path. 
He was not at all surprised at sight 
of the tall, bony, black-cloaked fig- 
ure that stood waiting for him there, 
an hourglass in one hand, a glitter- 
ing scythe in the other. Nor did he 
flinch when fleshless fingers lifted 
the great blade with its wooden 
handle . . . 

He simply stood there, waiting for 
it to fall. rt 
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EXPENSIVE 

MacTavish: Now what did Mac- 

Gillicudy do wi’ his 
two -shilling piece? 
MacPherson: He married the wench. 



The visitor to our 50th state ar- 
rived with complete Hawaiian trav- 
eler’s kit — including a camera, sun- 
glasses and a lawn-mower. 


WORRY, WORRY 

The young man brought his girl 
to a doctor’s office for an examina- 
tion. After the physician had looked 
her over, he told the youth, “Your 
young lady’s a bit bloated, but that 
doesn’t worry me a bit.” 

“Oh, yeah?” snapped the young 
man. “If you were the one who was 
out with her last month, it wouldn’t 
worry me either!” 

WOWIE! 

Brigitte Bardot, taken on a trout- 
fishing trip in the Vosges Mountains 
of France, had all but gaffed the 
prize of the day, when it slipped 
from her hook at the very last min- 
ute. Swimming excitedly back to his 
pals, he bragged, “Listen, fellows, 
you should have seen the one I got 
away from!” 


WHAM, BAM! 

The Vermont farmer went into 
town one day to consult his doctor 
about a most vexing problem. “Doc,” 
he said, “I’m up agin’ it. Sometimes, 
when I’m plowin’ the hillside potato 
patch on the far side, I get the old 
urge. But I got no way of lettin’ 
Annie know about it, what with her 
tendin’ the house and the kids. By 
the time I get back home at sun- 
down, I’m too blamed bushed to do 
anythin’.” 

“You have got a problem,” said 
the MD. 

“It’s ruinin’ my marriage,” la- 
mented the farmer. “Got any sug- 
gestions, Doc?” 

“Well,” opined the medico after a 
moment of deep thought, “you might 
take a shotgun out into the field with 
you. Then, when you get the urge, 
you could fire it as a signal for An- 
nie to run out and join you.” 

Delighted with the prospect of a 
fuller wedded life, the farmer went 
home in a glow. But a week later, 
he was back, more disconsolate than 
ever. 

“Didn’t you take my advice,” the 
doctor asked him. 

“Sure did,” replied the farmer, 

“but it didn’t do no good.” 

“How come?” 

“I’ll tell you how come,” exploded 
the outraged farmer. “The deer sea- 
son opened the next day, and poor 
Annie ran herself plumb to death 
tryin’ to answer all them gunshots!” 

AND CLOSE ONES, TOO 

The one-eyed man wedded and 
bedded a lovely young creature who, 
he assumed, was a virgin. However, 
on their wedding night, he discover- 
ed that she was anything but, and ** 
expressed his unhappiness at her not 
having given him advance notice of ’ 
the fact. 

“What are you beefing about, 
buster?” she countered. “Look at 
you — you’ve got only one eye.” 

“I know, but my enemies did this 
to me during the war.” 

“Well,” she snapped, “my friends 
did this to me in time of peace.” 



“Your last instructress will be Miss LaFave, who will teach you 
a few French expressions we couldn't put in our regular course!" 
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After completing four films in a 
row and a long personal-appearance 
trip, Tab Newman, the movie star, 
retired to his Malibu hilltop hideout 
alone for a sorely needed rest. But 
in the middle of the very first night, 
he was roused by repeated knock- 
ings on the front door. Opening it 
half-dead, he was startled to see a 
cute little pony-tailed miss standing 
there. 

“My hero!” cried the lass. “At last 
I find you alone!” 

“Who are you?” asked Tab. 

“Your most loyal and loving fan,” 
the girl informed him, advancing 
upon him with no doubt as to her 
intentions. “I’ve been waiting and 
longing for months for this chance. 
Take me in your arms, darling, and 
smother me with kisses. Make pas- 
sionate love to me.” 

“Hold on, kid,” said the actor. 
“How old are you?” 

“Thirteen, but so what?” counter- 
ed the girl. 

“Thirteen!” he cried in horror. 
“You get the hell out of here quick!” 
“Gosh!” said the girl. “You sure 
picked one swell time to get super- 
stitious.” 

AGREED! 

It may not do much good to spank 
babies over eighteen — but it sure 
can be a hell of a lot of fun! 



QUEENIE 

Ian and Queenie MacIntyre had 
been married thirty long years, and 
not one day or night had passed in 
that time that they didn’t have at 
least a single serious quarrel. One 
evening, over the haggis, they were 
having at one another with a will. 
Queenie, it appears, was thoroughly 


irked because Ian had had no sex 
with her in almost a year. She put 
the fact in front of him in no un- 
certain terms. 

“But, hoot, lassie,” he said, “I’m 
growing older. I can no longer do it 
with all the fervor of my youth.” 
“Cease the excuses, Ian,” said 
Queenie. “If it’s cold you intend be- 
ing toward me, then cold I’ll be to- 
ward you — Mr. MacIntyre!” 

“Hoot, Queenie — ” 

“And hereafter, you’ll be kind 
enough to call me Mrs. MacIntyre,” 
Queenie informed him loftily. 

In this deplorable condition, they 
retired for the night, with Queenie 
facing the wall. He lay down beside 
her and turned on his side toward 
her unwelcoming back. There was 
silence for a while, and then Queenie 
said furiously, “Mr. MacIntyre, 
would you mind taking your knee 
out of my back.” 

“Your pardon, Mrs. MacIntyre,” 
he replied icily, “but that is not my 
knee.” 

“Ian, darling,” she cried softly, 
rolling over. “You may call me 
Queenie again.” 

HARD TO FIND 

There was a young lady named 
Lynde, 

As cute a miss as you could find 
Where a man on her floor, 

Said, “I’ve seen you before,” 

She said, “Maybe, but not my be- 
hind!” 



ROBBED! 

The oyster clan found a wonderful 
new bed half a mile up the Sound. 
They were busily engaged in pack- 
ing up for the move when Mother 
Oyster discovered that Little Mary 
was weeping in a comer as if her 
heart would break. 

“Don’t take on so, Mary,” said 
Mother Oyster. “We’re going to have 
a wonderful new home. There’s 
nothing to cry about.” 

“But there is!" wailed Little Mary. 
“Now Johnny Bass will never be 
able to find me, and I love him with 
my whole being.” 

“Does Johnny love you, dear?” 
Little Mary’s mother asked an- 
xiously. 

“Of course, he does,” insisted Lit- 
tle Mary. “Why, only last night, he 
took me in his arms under the bank. 
First he kissed me tenderly on the 
forehead. Then he kissed me pas- 
sionately on the lips. And then — 
my God, my pearl!” 



"Chief say how much you want for pot-roast?" 
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Got It 


Made 


Sultry starlet offers magic 
cure to Hollywood's sagging lack of glamour 


This sultry, Mata 
Hari-eyed beauty is destined to be 
one of Hollywood’s finest actresses. 
Five years in the glamor capital 
have given Sandra Edwards all the 
shake-down cruise she needs. Al- 
ready she’s been on more TV shows, 
been in more beauty contests, been 
on more magazine covers, posed 
for more top photographers than any 
other, beauty in Hollywood. Now 
she’s ready for the bigtime, and 
admits it. She’s as sure about it as 
those who know . . . and see her. 

Five years ago, at 16, Sandra, 
then a voluptuous, cherub-cheeked 
farm girl, with sloe-eyes, and a 
lithe body, arrived in town with only 
a light travelling bag and a white 
leotard. She had read somewhere 
abfcut showgirl tryouts for the New 
Royal Nevada Hotel in Las Vegas. 
Auditions were held at the Holly- 
wood Athletic Club on Sunset 
Boulevard. 

Along with dozens of other gor- 
geous hopefuls, Sandra paraded 
around in her white leotard. When 
she walked on the stage for the final 
test, the casting directors literally 
jumped from their mental casting 
couches, and gasped for breath. 
What they saw was a raven-haired 
goddess, with the legs, hips and 
height of a moderate Amazon; with 
the bosom structure and size of a 
Renaissance courtesan. Sandra’s 
classic mammaries measured 39 
inches; her waist, a slim 22; her 
hips slightly larger than normal, 37 
firm inches. Throw in pale brown 
eyes, half-mooned by thick, langur - 
ous lids, with the smoothest, whitest 
skin you’ll ever see, and yaull 
understand what hit the casting 
directors that day. Not only did they 
hire Sandra on the spot, but they 
didn’t even ask if she could walk 
like a showgirl, or dance like a 
pony chorine. In fact she could do 
neither, being just off the farm in 
Nebraska. In other words, this 


beautiful, natural gamin was in like 
Flynn! 

And that’s been the story ever 
since. Sometimes her great beauty 
has plagued her, but most of the 
time its been a key to one door 
after another, the final one, of 
course, being stellar fame. Sandra 
has made every move during the 
last five years with but one objec- 
tive in mind: Hollywood stardom; 
her brains and her talent say it; 
her acting in TV films proves it, 
and her past record as a cheesecake 
model clinches it. 

Peter Gowland, top glamor photog, 
says, after a shooting session with 
Sandra, that she’s, “one of the most 
earthy, senuous, animal-like crea- 
tures,” he has ever lensed. “Only 
once before have I seen a body like 
hers, with a face like hers on the 
same person,” Gowland said. And 





like other photogs in town, he’s 
sorry she’s giving, up the art of 
Semi-nudity, since she’s well on her 
way to her tenuous goal. 

Critics who have seen Sandra in 
the TV field have applauded her 
acting; they’ve been stunned by her 
beauty. Five major studios are bid- 
ding for her talent. There is little 
doubt that she’ll soon ink a fat film 
contract which, of course, is her 
immediate goal. “The five years 
spent have been well spent,” Sandra 
admits, as she goes on .from here. 

Playacting has always come nat- 
urally to Sandra Edwards. As a 
sultry little type back in the Middle 
West, she used to corral her five 
brothers and sisters along with other 
kids in the neighborhood and sit 
them down on the edge of a hill. 
They were the audience, she the 
performer, emerging over the top, 
acting out the part she made up as 
she went along, holding the little 
audience spellbound. “They were 
minute dramas,” she says, “and 
mostly about love.” Ad-libbing her 
lines, she would imagine her hand- 
some’ day-laborer father was play- 
ing the role opposite her. When the 
large Edwards family would move 
on from town to t<Sfrn, state to 
state, as her father looked for work 
during the depression, she would 
willingly go with them and see to it 
that everything was well organized, 
and her brothers and sisters were 
accounted for. “I was a minor 
mother, and hoped to be a major 
actress,” she reflected. 

“Of course I loved my father be- 
yond reason. This year he died, and 
he was only 43. I wanted him so to 
see me become a star. It was always 
his wish,” she continues, her voice 
cracking in sorrow. “He used to 



come out on that hill and watch me 
act, sweep me up in his arms after- 
wards and tell me how great my 
performance was. When I came to 
Hollywood, he was for it a hundred 
per cent; and I would write him 
every day and tell him how I was 
doing, even if it wasn’t so good. His 
death will always be a crushing 
trauma to me, and one which I’ll 
never get over, but his faith in my 
career is enough to spur me on until 
I get what I want.” 

Sandra’s exotic beauty is due in 
part to her bloodstream and inherit- 
ance. She is part Cherokee. That’s 
where she got the high cheekbones; 
and that part-Indian look, her black 
hair and burnished skin. Maybe it’s 
her inheritance, or the fact that her 
family was so much on the move 
while she was a girl that makes her 
love gypsies so. 

“We lived like gypsies, and some- 
times would join them around their 
campfires, listening to them sing, 
and watching them dance to the 
music of their accordions. If I didn’t 
want to be an actress, I’d be a gypsy. 
Maybe that’s why I’ve got a strong 
wanderlust today; and that’s prob- 
ably why I don’t relish living in 
Hollywood for any length of time.” 

At the present Sandra lives in 
Glendale, California, in a modern, 
one bedroom apartment, partially 
furnished with thick leather furni- 
ture. Every bit of capital she makes 
in her TV acting goes into furnish- 
ing her apartment, and will eventu- 
ally decorate an exotic home. “I’ve 
already planned, in my mind, what 
kind of home I want,” she says, “but 
I’d rather not talk about it now; 
let’s talk about it when I get it.” 

Prior to that, Sandra lived on the 
beach in Venice, California. “I actu- 
ally lived like a beatnik ... or beach- 
nik,” she laughs, “long before 
Venice became the controversial 
center of the beatniks. That was 
before I was getting good TV film 
parts. Often I would go out on the 
sand, dig a hole, and almost bury 
myself fn it. Somehow that gave me 
great satisfaction, I suppose because 
it was like being buried alive; and 
once I realized it, I screwed up my 
ambition and knocked on producer’s 
doors for bit parts, which I usually 
got.” 

Sandra likes the simple things in 
life, likes to live in a small-town 
community like Glendale or Venice, 
because as she says, “my tastes are 
simple.” 

But tfiis sounds like a contradic- 
tion when you really get beneath 
her beauteous skin, and find out 
what makes this child of wonder- 
ment tick. Some of her likes and 


dislikes run the full gamut from 
poverty to over-opulence. Like any 
destined beauty, Sandra may not be 
a wholly consistent creature; and 
naturally has the full feminine right 
to change her viewpoints. 

For example, she loves both collies 
and poodles. “I had a toy poodle as 
a pet,” she says, “and when he died, 
I cried for three days. Then I went 
out and bought a massive collie. I 
felt like going to the other extreme.” 

Even while sleeping, Sandra goes 
to extremes. One night, she’ll start 
off with all her clothes on, an old 
habit she engendered as a young girl 
during the frigid winters of the Mid- 
dle West because there was no heat 
in the family shack. 

Now she starts out lying on the 
bed fully clothed, gets warm, begins 
to take off her clothes in a half 
stupor, -half asleep; first her shirt, 
then her bra; then her pedal push- 
ers, so that during the course of the 
night, she does a complete strip 
almost unconsciously, waking up in 
the morning stark nude. 

Don’t say that Sandra doesn’t 
have a way of reversing things, be- 
cause she has. During her showgirl 
career in Las Vegas she would sit 
in the corner of the bar after her 
performance and read poetry, sip- 
ping a buttermilk milk shake. But- 
termilk milk shake? Yes, and with 
chocolate ice cream! And all this 
in a Vegas bar. 

“I just couldn’t play the role of a 
Vegas B-girl,” she says, “although 
the management suggested I treat 
the visiting firemen nicely. I did. 
We would talk of poetry, jazz, and 
chocolate - buttermilk milk shakes. 
One of the men who wanted me to 
go out with him took a taste, and 
that queered him, I guess. He made 
his apologies and left in a sour 
hurry!” 

Talking about B-girls and the free 
and easy virtues of a Vegas show- 
girl, who sometimes had to double 
in brass, Sandra, of course, had her 
own ideas on the subject. It tied up 
with her conceptions of love and sex. 
Nobody, probably, has been proposi- 
tioned more than Sandra. Her 
startling appearance and sultra- 
sexual nature is a built in invita- 
tion for same. 

“I could never go to bed with a 
man,” she says, “unless I was in 
love with him. And so far I’ve never 
really been in love with anyone.” 

Despite this bit of gospel, Sandra 
is still almost another love goddess! 
She draws men like a magnet draw* 
steel filings. But to her, Hollywood 
is no longer the love center of the 
Universe. “It’s lost its glamor,” she 
— turn to page 64 




SANDY, 

intones. “Why, when I was a young 
girl, reading the fan magazirws, I 
thought there was no more glamor- 
ous place on earth. The stars looked 
the part. The men were matinee 
ideals; handsome, big, strong, dar- 
ing. The women were raving beau- 
ties, like Garbo, or even Bergman. 
And they could act, too; but there 
was always an aura of mystery 
about them. Now . . . take today, for 
instance, most of the stars have been 
de-glamorized. They wear jeans, or 
sandals, or the girls don’t comb 
their hair. Fan mags show young 
star newlyweds at home; and when 
they have a baby, it’s the family 
treatment. How can the family treat- 
ment be glamorous? It’s not above 
and beyond the ordinary humans 
who inhabit the earth. Anyone can 
have a family, but only a few can 
be stars. I really object.” 

Getting down to cases, Sandra con- 
tinues. “There’s Marlon Brando . . . 
why he’s virtually a beatnik; and 
the late James Dean. He never had 
his hair combed. Thank God Holly- 
wood still has Cary Grant; he’s 
what I mean by glamor! And all 
that stuff in the magazines about 
Debbie and Eddie, and their family 
. . . well, it just killed any idea that 
either of them were beyond the pale 
of ordinary men and women. 

“Don’t get me wrong,” she goes 
on, “I’m no snob; but you’ll have to 
admit that glamor is what makes 
people go to see a film. I thoroughly 
believe in the star system. The re- 
cent trend in de-glamorizing Holly- 
wood strikes at the very basis of 
Hollywood’s reason for being. I 
don’t think stars are any better than 
ordinary people, they’re just more 
glamorous, and talented, and should 
be kept that way in the public 
mind.” 

Certainly Sandra Edwards comes 
as close as any starlet today to the 
fulfillment of the myth . . . the myth 
of glamor. And there’s little doubt 
that she’ll continue the myth once 
she makes it. She actually says as 
much. 

“When I become a star, no one 
will know anything about me unless 
I let them know. I will always wear 
my hair perfectly; I’ll never appear 
in public without makeup. I’ll buy 
the best, and sexiest clothes; and 
will appear only in carefuly selected 
nightclubs, with carefully selected 
escorts . . . selected on the basis of 
their glamorous appearance, and 
star rating. My life, and I want it 
that way, will be in the classic 
Hollywood tradition of pure, un- 
adulterated glamor, without excep- 
tion!” r* 



STOP to SHOP with /M/tltt 


It' i fun! I“s convenient to shop by mail! 
four satisfaction guaranti ed or mo icy bci l< 
oil products. (Personalized items excepted.! 


ANCIENT INDIAN KACHINA DOLL 

From the secret crafts of the ancient Indian, 
comes this great work of thefr silversmiths, this 
is the famous Kachina Doll, destined to bring 
good luck, fame and fortune to all bearers. De- 
signed to make a starting ensemble, this is a 
great gift idea for that ‘‘Something Different," 
for the campus this fall. Set of 4 pieces; Bolo Tie, 
Buckle, Key Chain and Money Clip, only $10-95 
(tax incl.). Send cash, check or MO to Medallion 
Enterprises, P.0. Drawer 694, Scottsdale, Ariz. 


NEW PEP PILL FOR MEN & WOMEN 

A non-prescription "pep” pill promises immediate 
“lift” to people tired and depressed due to tem- 
porary fatigue has just been released! U.S. Dis- 
pensatory defines ingredients in ZEST: “. . . dis- 
tinct increase in rapidity and accuracy of per- 
formance . . . stimulates mental activity tempor- 
arily, increases capacity for prolonged work.” 
Available only by mail. Month’s supply, $5. COD’s 
are accepted. Guaranteed. £EST, Dep’t. 92, 5880 
Hollywood Blvd., Los Angeles 28, Calif. 


BRAND NEW .22 DERRINGER, $17.95 

Now one of the world’s finest pocket pistols can 
be yours! This is the .22 Derringer, famous in 
history as the “hidden persuader”. A prestige 
pistol that fires the readily available .22 long 
rifle ammunition. Compact, Accurate, Deadly, the 
Derringer is perfect for personal perfection in 
home or business. Order now! Send $10.00, 
Balance C.O.D. Pacific Weapons Co., Dept. 92 , 
7471 Melrose Ave., Los Angeles 46, California. 


BRAND NEW .25 AUTOMATIC -$22.50 

Compact! Accurate! Always dependable! Ideal 
for the Plainclothesman or Home Protection. 
A pocket pistol of excellence. Powerful ammu- 
nition available everywhere. Price reduced 
from $32.50. Now one of the world’s finest 
pocket pistols can be yours for only $22.50. 
Order now! Send only $10; balance COD. PACIFIC 
WEAPONS CO., Dept. 92, 806 So. Robertson, 
Los Angeles 35, California. 


VACATION IN MEXICO 

You can live or vacation luxuriously in Mexico for 
$50 to $150.00 per month. Female maids $10.00 
per month, chauffeurs $30.00 per month. Gin, 
Rum, Brandy 80c fifth. Filet Mignon 50c lb. Fish- 
ing, golf, sports, night life. Send for your per- 
sonal report which tells what Mexico has to offer 
you, from an American viewpoint. Send only $2.00 
(air mail 50c extra) for your illustrated 48 page 
booklet to: THAYER OF MEXICO, U.S. Office Dept. 
U2, 649 N. Poinsettia PI., Los Angeles 36, Calif. 


“MAID FOR YOU” DISPENSER 

Jere’s a lovely “maid” that likes to be squeezed, 
delivering just the right amount of your favorite 
after-shave lotion (or use as a pill or vitamin 
dispenser). Unbreakable polyethylene squeeze 
bottle inside; life-like female torso in beautiful 
color on the outside. Torso stands 5" tall, of 
flexible, washable plastic. Easy-to-use: remove 
plug, fill, and replace plug. In transparent plas- 
tic gift box. Send only $1.98 for ea. to: NATION- 
AL SHOPPER, Box 46804, Los Angeles 46 , CaHf. 


MAN SIZED BOTTLE OPENER . . . $1 

Here’s something really new and different. A 
man’s bottle opener! Big, handsome, something 
you can grip with authority. “The Last Word" 
giant bar bottle opener as made of heavy-duty 
aluminum and is inscribed with such sayings as, 
"Mud in Your Eye”, “Down the Hatch”, “Votre 
Sante”, "Prosit", etc. A limited supply from Italy 
sold in exclusive stores for as much as $5 each. 
Now you can buy this great bar and gift item for 
only $1. Send cash, check or M.O. to: NATIONAL 
SHOPPER, Box 46804, Los Angeles 46, Calif. 


DECORATE YOUR TOILET SEAT 

Turn yours into the gayest bathroom in town. 
Great conversation piece and party gag — the 
perfect gift. Finest, easy-to-apply lacquer paint 
transfers. Full color designs for all fcur sides. 
Fits any seat. Won’t rub off. Available in five 
delightful motifs, specify: Poodle, Night Club, 
Early American, Roses, Circus. Only $4.98 ppd. 
(you save $15.00). Money-back if not delighted. 
DEAR JOHN, 1018-AN. Fairfax, Los Angeles 46, Cal. 


AUTO-JIGGER MEASURE, $1.50 

The only way to make bartending fast, easy, and 
neat. Professionals use ’em all the time. “Auto- 
Jigger” fits over the top of any whiskey bottle 
and automatically measures out a full one-ounce 
shot every time you pour. No guesswork, no 
mess! "Auto-Jigger” is the first really profes- 
sional quality unit to sell at such a fantastically 
low price. Precision made of sturdy, rust and 
tarnish-proof aluminum. Send only $1.50 ea. t|: 
NATIONAL SHOPPER, Box 46804, Los Angeles 46, 
California. 
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he knew he was actually going to 
see somebody die for his pleasure? 

More important, in a legal sense, 
public executions have far greater 
precedent than the modern, semi- 
private legal murders. The hangings 
of Mrs. Suratt and the other con- 
spirators in the assassination of 
Abraham Lincoln were attended by 
hundreds of troops and just about 
everyone else who could chisel his 
or her way in under some sort of 
official pass. 

England, the fount of our legal 
system, carried the matter even fur- 
ther. As recently as 1877, the chief 
goaler (jailer) at London’s famed 
Newgate Prison regularly enhanced 
his hangings by giving a sumptuous 
“hanging breakfast” in the private 
dining room of the goal (jail). 

These feasts were often attended 
by hundreds who later joined the 
outside mobs tp get a closer look at 
the execution. 

Often, the mobs ran to the tens of 
thousands, all anxious to watch the 
convictims do their agonized “dance 
on air” — and in earlier times, when 
the more open Tyburn Hill was the 
site of public hangings, they totaled 
hundreds of thousands. Their eager- 
ness is attested to by the fact that, 
in 1807, 28 persons died within a 
few yards of the scaffold, crushed to 
death in the multitude. 

Well-to-do folk who were not in- 
vited to the goaler’s breakfast used 
to rent space in various windows 
overlooking the entertainment. Since 
such individual spots sold for as 
high as £10 ($50), only the rich and 
important could rent whole rooms. 
But those who could, did so, adding 
spice to the proceedings by passing 
the time in drunken orgies. 

Casanova, the great 18th century 
amorist described such a scene in 
his famed “Memoirs”. The date was 
March 28th, 1757 — the occasion the 
execution of a hopeless fumbler 
named Damien, who had tried to as- 
sassinate Louis XV but had failed 
miserably. 

The execution, which lasted four 
hours, thanks to the expertise of the 
executioners in keeping their victim 
alive and conscious, so enraptured 
one of the fine ladies present that a 
daring young comrade of Casanova 
was able to lift up her dress and 
outrage her repeatedly from the 


rear, while none of the others 
noticed. 

In a matter such as execution, it 
might seem strange to have rules, 
yet elaborate protocol existed. Sim- 
ple hangings, of course, were re- 
served for the lowliest of low-born 
felons, children who had stolen a 
loaf of bread, prostitutes who had 
had the misfortune to roll a drunk 
with connections and the like. Here- 
tics, of course, were burned at the 
stake to cleanse their otherwise 
damned spirits with fire — and, in 
some cases, boiled alive. Beheading 
was reserved for the highest no- 
bility, from King Charles the First 
to the Earl of Essex, Sir Walter 
Raleigh and the like. 

Drawing and quartering was re- 
served in general for traitors. But 
in 17th century England, a man or 
woman could be convicted of treason 
merely because a court favorite 
hinted that he had blown his nose 
while mentioning the king’s name, 
or had deliberately let his horse de- 
fecate on a bit of royal lawn. So 
execution for treason were not as 
rare qs one might suppose — and 
the public thus had repeated oppor- 
tunities to watch this most enter- 
taining method of turning a man off. 

It went like this — the victim was 
brought to the gallows in a cart, 
usually pretty well shot by racking 
and other torture before he left 
prison. He was given final unction 
by a priest, who then stood by to 
see that God’s will was done. After 
this, he was strung up by the neck 
to a gibbet. 

From this point on, the subleties 
commenced that demanded an ex- 
ecutioner who knew his trade like a 


virtuoso. For the victim was not 
permitted to die — not then. He was 
cut down at the point of death and, 
if unconscious, revived. 

Then the real fun began. First, 
his genitals were sliced off. Then his 
abdomen was slashed open and his 
bowels removed. These were then 
tossed into a brazier and cooked be- 
fore his eyes — an act generally con- 
sidered a sanitary measure since 
traitor’s corpses, or sections of them 
were publicly exposed for years at 
a time. 

When this sport had continued 
long enough, the victim was hanged 
anew if he still lived, and this time 
what was left of him was allowed to 
die. Thereafter, the body was again 
cut down, beheaded and quartered. 
The quarters were then boiled, this 
time again as a sanitary measure, 
before being impaled on pikes and 
displayed atop walls, towers and 
other place of prominence. 

If the victim were not a weakling, 
and the executioner knew his busi- 
ness, such a show might give the 
customers their money’s worth for 
the length of a good baseball game 
— in short, for hours. 

One element in the public ex- 
ecution that anti-capital-punishment 
addicts are apt to forget lies in the 
fact that, frequently, the victim en- 
joys the play even more than the 
customers. Claude Duval, the high- 
wayman, bowed and smiled to the 
cheering throngs that followed him 
to Tyburn, and threw kisses to the 
pretty ladies right up to the end. 
And many a miscreant whose life 
had been lived in utter nonentity 
found his one moment of fame and 
glory in being, as it were, the star 
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of his own show, no matter how 
brief the run. 

Of course, not all victims took it 
so well. One of the least responsive 
was a highwayman named William 
Cady, who growled all the way to 
the gallows in the most surly fash- 
ion at having been detained en route 
at St. Sepulchre’s Church for a final 
shriving. He cursed the sheriffs one 
and all for delaying his death “to 
hear an old puppy chatter non- 
sense.” 

But then, Cady was a reprehen- 
sible character at best. A Cambridge 
graduate and a surgeon before tak- 
ing to the road, he was hanged for 
the following — after holding up a 
wealthy merchant and tying him up, 
he shot his wife dead for swallow- 
ing her wedding ring instead of 
turning it over, then used his 
surgical knowledge to slice her open 
and abstract the ring from her gul- 
let. An unregenerate curmudgeon! 

Needless to say, an executioner in 
those days had to be a man of parts. 
He had to know not only how to tie 
a hangman’s knot so that it would 
not foul or slip, to wield a heads- 
man’s axe successfully and to gauge 
just how close a victim was to 
strangulation — he had also to know 
how to draw and quarter his victims 
alive, how best to impale a severed 
head on a pike, how long to boil re- 
mains so that they would not be- 
come soft ... oh, he had to be a mas- 
ter of many, many skills! 

Among these were such duties as 
hot-iron branding, nose-slitting, ear- 
cropping and whipping at the tail of 
a cart. These milder punishments 
for milder crimes were furthermore 
commanded in great detail by the 
better class of judge — as when 
famed “Hanging Judge” Jeffreys, 
later Lord Chief Justice of England, 
issued the following order — “Hang- 
man, I charge you pay particular at- 
tention to this lady. Scourge her 
soundly man; scourge her till the 
blood runs down. It is Christmas — 
a cold time for madam to strip. See 
that you warm her shoulders thor- 
oughly.” 

The Lord Chief Justice of England 
had rather a nice wit! 

Under such circumstances, it is 
hardly surprising that the expert 
hangman, or executioner, was held 
in high esteem by the authorities. 
One such, who flourished in Eliza- 
beth’s time, was named Derrick. It 
is believed in some circles that care 
about such things, that his flair for 
hoisting a client up on a gibbet gave 
rise to the word “derrick” still in 
use today for almost any sort of a 
hoist. 


There were other noted hangmen, 
notably one Richard Brandon, who 
is generally reputed to have cut off 
the head of Charles I. But unques- 
tionably the king of all English ex- 
ecutioners was a scamp named John 
Price, otherwise known as Jack 
Ketch. 

Immortalized in Punch-and-Judy 
shows, as well as in contemporan- 
eous literature, Ketch was England’s 
top hangman from 1663 until 1686. 

He was also something of a color- 
ful character, who spent money 
faster than his axe and disembowel- 
ling knife could make it for him. 
Once, while returning from a spot 
of work at Tyburn, he was arrested 
for debt. He managed to satisfy this 
creditor with the profits from selling 
three suits of clothing removed from 
his three victims of the day. 

However, Ketch was not quite the 
complete executioner. When, in 
1683, Lord William Russell, son of 
the Earl of Bedford, was convicted 
of high treason, King Charles com- 
muted his sentence, in view of his 
high estate, from drawing and quar- 
tering to beheading. Ketch, whose 
beheading techniques were rusty, 
goofed the job and, “severed his 
head from his body at three strokes, 
very barbarously.” 

Two years later, when it was the 
Duke of Monmouth’s turn to feel 
the axe, Ketch goofed again. He had 
to strike the duke five times before 
finally decapitating him. 

Under scientific modern conditions, 
such bungling would never be per- 
mitted to mar the effectiveness of a 
public execution, and slow up the 
proceedings, especially if valuable 
air-time were involved. As a matter 
of fact, it seems highly doubtful that 
the redoubtable Jack Ketch could 
have qualified nowadays as an in- 
sect exterminator, much less as an 
executioner. If the custom of public 
executions is revived, it will defi- 
nitely be on a white collar, perhaps 
even a grey-flannel-suit level. But 
showmanship must be a perquisite 
of all such performances. This 
means, some of the tried-and-true 
old techniques will have to be re- 
stored. After all, there is little drama 
in a gas chamber death, or that in 
an electric chair — there’s not enough 
movement or action. 

Perhaps, if you begin work on a 
list of certain people you would 
like to- see drawn and quartered, 
and suggest to your friends that 
they do the same, you can help get 
the movement started. It shouldn’t 
be too hard for most of us, and it 
will certainly make life more color- 
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MESSAGE, from page 48 

Don’t ask me where things began 
to go wrong — it was no sudden 
thing, the souring of our marriage. 
Rather, it was a slow accumulation 
of little things — Lorua’s absolute 
selfishness, her habit of laying down 
the law in public after she’d had a 
few drinks, the insatiable sameness 
of her sexual desires and fulfill- 
ments, her stupidity. 

Me, I always liked women, but not 
the same ones for a lifetime, at least 
not without a change of pace. For a 
while, I had Loma believing I was 
putting in one night a week with the 
boys, but she caught onto the fact 
that the “boys” I was seeing had 
long red hair and 37-23-24 measure- 
ments. 

Lorna raised hell about it. She 
told me, if I ever slipped again, 
she’d strip me of everything I owned 
in court. The broad’s name, in this 
instance, was Lois, and she was a 
cute little trick when I met her — 
but not after Lorna got through with 
her. Lorna went over there and 
pistol-whipped her and then dared 
either of us to do a thing in the 
courts. 

That was why, when she found 
out about Maria, I was in a hurry 
to get over to her house and warn 
her. The funny thing was, I was 
actually in love with Maria. She 
was dark, warm and gentle as a 
kitten; she was always getting a 
laugh out of things. 


Where going to bed with Lorna 
was like doing the same damned job 
over and over again without end, 
making love to Maria was a constant 
succession of delightful surprises. 
Maria was a divorcee, but she wasn’t 
hard-boiled about life, even though 
her ex-husband had left her without 
a bean. That was how I got to know 
her — she applied for a job at the 
plant. 

The minute I saw her walk into 
my office, I knew this was it, and 
so did she. I played it cute — got 
her a job, not in my business, but 
with an ex-Air Force buddy of 
mine who had a business across the 
city. It wasn’t easy to rig things for 
us 'to be together without Lorna 
finding out, but I managed. At least, 
I thought I was managing until 
Lorna confronted me with .my own 
unfaithfulness. 

In a way, I was glad. I’d had all I 
could take of her, and this meant 
we were washed up. Lorna made 
that perfectly plain from the first. 
She just looked at me, her light- 
blue eyes smoking, and said, “Okay, 
Don, I’ve had it. You were warned, 
you knew what to expect. I’m going 
to have your filthy, rotten hide, of 
course. And I’m going to have thai 
brunette bitch’s, too. You can bet 
on that ...” * 

“Sure,” I said, “but why blame 
her? Blame me, blame yourself — 
but is it her fault we’re a lousy 
couple?” 
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“Wake up. Dear — you're having a horrible nightmare!" 


I wasn’t as scared as I had been 
over the Lois bit. After all, I’d had 
a couple of years to get ready, and 
I hadn’t wasted them. I had a nice 
hunk of cash socked away in the 
vault of a bank some 50 miles away. 
All I had to do was pick up Maria 
and take off with her. We could live 
a long time in Mexico bn what I 
had, and I’d get something started 
for us. 

“If the little tramp had left you 
alone ...” said Lorna. “But she 
didn’t — and she’s going to pay for it. 
She’s going to wish she never was 
born.” 

That was when I hauled off and 
hit Lorna. It was the first time any- 
body ever laid a hand on her in 
violence, I guess, and she reacted as 
if I’d tried to kill her. She grabbed 
for the phone and tried to call the 
cops. I pulled out the damned thing 
by the -roots and laid the cradle 
alongside her pale blonde hair. She 
went down for the count and I 
took off. 

Knowing how much power Lorna 
could muster in a city her family 
had. founded and just about owned, I 
figured I’d better move fast. I didn’t 
even bother to pack any clothes, just 
got out of the house and into the 
Caddy and headed for Maria’s. The 
town I had my dough stashed in was 
over the state line, so I figured if 
we got across it quick, we’d be okay. 
We could wrap up the whole opera- 
tion in less than an hour. 

What I hadn’t figured on was that 
my beloved wife was a lot smarter 
than I’d known — and a lot more 
vengeful. I sensed something wrong 
with the steering controls before I’d 
gone half a mile, but it never oc- 
curred to me the big, expensive 
buggy wouldn’t get us safely out of 
the state. After all, I’d just had it 
checked. 

I was doing close to 80 when the 
rod snapped and the heavy chariot 
went out of control and off the high- 
way. It turned over twice as it rolled 
down the embankment. Even dazed 
as I was, I knew this was no 
accident. Lorna must have figured 
my moves to perfection. The only 
trouble was, I wasn’t dead. 

My clothes were pretty messed up, 
but I managed to tug them back into 
some kind of order. I was only about 
half a mile from Maria’s little cot- 
tage, and I figured I’d better make it 
on foot. After all, if Lorna was crazy 
enough to try what she’d just tried 
on me, there was no telling what 
goodies she had planned for Maria. I 
remembered the mess she made of 
Lois, and scrambled back up the em- 
bankment and back on the road. 


A number of cars whizzed past, 
and I tried to thumb a ride — after 
all, I was pretty shook up — but 
none of them paid me the slightest 
attention. So I gave up and began 
plodding toward my mistress’ home. 
I only hoped I got there ahead of 
Lorna, so that I could save the girl 
from my wife’s wrath. 

I made it — but the moment I was 
in the house, I wished I hadn’t. 
Maria was there, all right, but she 
was not alone. She had a guy there 
with her, on the sofa, and it was 
Hank, the ex-Air Force buddy I’d 
got her the job with. Between them, 
they didn’t have enough on to cover 
a postage stamp, and they weren’t 
letting the evening go to waste — not 
by a long shot. 

I stood there, watching them, won- 
dering when the hell one of them 
was going to snap out of it and see 
me there — but they kept right on 
doing what they were doing and not 
paying me any mind at all. I finally 
had all I could stand of it, and I 
began cursing them, calling them 
both every nasty name I could 
think gf. 

Maria rolled Hank off her and sat 
up. She reached for a cigaret and 
then for a drink from the coffee 
table in front of the sofa. She 
laughed, a soft little voluptuous 
laugh I knew all too well, and said, 
“Honey, we’ve got to be careful. Don 
would blow a gasket if he ever got 
wise, and he’s just about ripe for 
a payoff.” 

“You know I’m crazy for you, 
baby,” said Hank, looking like a 
pink, overfed hairless ape there in 
his nudity. “Just the thought of you 
and that snotty gigolo ...” 

“It won’t be for much longer,” 
promised Maria, rubbing her nudity 
against his shamelessly. “From what 
I hear about that bitch he married, I 
can shake him down good.” 

“You tramp!” I howled — but I 
might as well have been talking to 
the wind. Neither of them noticed 
me. I filled my lungs and shouted at 
the top of my voice, “You dirty, 
double-crossing floozy! And as for 
you, Hank, you rat, I’m going 
to ... ” 

It wasn’t any use. They simply 
acted as if I wasn’t there. All at 
once, I felt fear cut through me like 
a knife. They couldn’t ignore me. 
Not if I was there. Not under the 
circumstances. It was crazy. I turned 
away from the disgusting spectacle 
and crossed to the long mirror be- 
tween the windows in the end wall. 

It was like the time when I’d first 
read “Dracula,” as a 12-year-old kid. 

— turn to page 52 
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MESSAGE, from page 51 
You remember the bit, near the be- 
ginning, where the hero is shaving 
in the count’s castle, and Count 
Dracula comes up behind him and 
leaves no reflection on the glass. It 
scared hell out of me then. I re- 
member my old man giving me a 
paddling because I was too scared to 
go up to bed alone. 

Well, that was nothing on this — 
for now I was the Dracula, I was the 
character who left no reflection on 
the glass. For all I could tell, I was 
looking right through myself at the 
far end of the room behind me. I 
swear, I let out a yell of sheer terror 

— and they didn’t hear me. 

You think odd irrelevancies in a 
moment of shock. All that flashed 
into my mind was that it was no 
wonder none of the motorists on the 
highway had stopped to pick me up. 
They hadn’t been able to see me. 
Something had happened, back there 
in the wreck, to separate my spirit 
from my body. Either that, or I was 
having the damnedest nightmare 
anybody ever had. The problem was 

— wHich? 

I looked at my betrayers on the 
sofa. They were beginning to work 
each other up again to another 
amorous climax like the one I had 
just so unwillingly witnessed. Maybe 
they couldn’t see me, but I could 
sure see them, every square inch of 
them. I couldn’t stand any more of it. 

I walked over to the sofa. I knelt 
down and reached right through 
Hank and gripped Maria’s sleek 


white throat and tried to throttle 
her. When I applied pressure, my 
hands seemed to go right through 
her neck. No doubt about it, I was 
disembodied as all hell! 

But a flicker of fear passed 'over 
her beautiful face, and she turned 
pale beneath the brunette pearliness 
of her skin. She shuddered and 
pulled away from Hank convul- 
sively, and said, “Hank honey, some- 
thing’s wrong. Can’t you feel it? It’s 
like I was choking ...” 

She pulled clear of me, and I let 
up on her, because she pulled clear 
of him, too. She began massaging 
her throat and saying, “It’s weird, 
honey. I never felt anything like it 
before ... oh my God!” 

It stepped me, too — the sound of 
a car pulling to a halt on the drive- 
way outside in a spurt of gravel, the 
quick passage of headlights, through 
the window, across the wall. Lorna 
had finally arrived. 

By the time she crossed the front 
porch with her quick, decisive foot- 
steps, Maria had managed to get 
Hank out of the room and drape a 
negligee over the curves that had 
driven me half out of my mind. But 
she hadn’t made quite a clean sweep. 
There were two half-finished drinks 
still on the table, and a couple of 
cigar butts in the big ashtray I’d 
given her as part of her Christmas 
present. I knew Lorna wasn’t going 
to miss a trick. She never did, when 
she felt her own interests were at 
stake. 

She came in, smooth and cool as a 
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cat. If there was a bump beneath her 
pale blonde hair, where I’d hit her 
with the telephone-cradle, she had 
it completely covered. There was a 
nasty little smile pasted on her lips, 
and her light-blue eyes were every- 
where, taking in everything. I could 
have sworn she saw me, but I knew 
that was impossible. 

She said, “I’ve been wanting to 
meet you, Maria. I’m Donald’s wife. 
I think we have something to settle.” 

“I can’t imagine what,” replied 
Maria, matching Lorna’s coolness. 

“In that case, my dear, you must 
have the least imagination of any 
woman ever born,” Lorna’s voice 
was chilling. “I only hope I haven’t 
interrupted anything too embarrass- 
ing.” 

“I think you’d better go,” - said 
Maria. 

“So do I,” replied my wife calmly, 
“but not' quite' yet.” She picked up 
something I had missed, from a table 
by the door. It was Hank’s hat, and 
I knew it had his initials in it. She 
looked amused and said, “You can 
come out, Hank.” 

Maria looked helpless but not 
scared — she didn’t know Lorna well 
enough yet to be scared. I hadn’t told 
her just what a bitch my wife was 
for fear of scaring her off completely. 
But somehow I knew what was 
coming. 

Hank came out. He had managed 
to get into his shirt and trousers and 
shoes, but I could see his bare 
ankles. He said, “Hello, Lorna, what 
brings you here?” 

“This is too much,” said my wife. 
She began to shake with silent 
laughter. “Too damned much!” 

“Don’t!” I shrieked, but of course 
nobody heard me. I had seen her 
hand slip smoothly into the capacious 
handbag she was holding. It came 
out with a gleaming little automatic 
I had not seen before. Somehow, I 
noted that Lorna was wearing gloves, 
long elbow - length fawn - colored 
gloves. She would never be trapped 
by a paraffin test. 

“See here, Lorna,” said Hank. 
“This is ridiculous. Maria and I are 
both adults, and what we do is our 
own business.” 

“If it were,” said Lorna, “I 
shouldn’t be here.” 

“You’re crazy!” cried a suddenly 
alarmed Hank, realizing that my 
wife intended to shoot. He made a 
dive behind the sofa, but not quite 
in time. Lorna’s first bullet picked 
him off neatly in full flight and sent 
him crashing into the wall. I’d seen 
enough stiffs during the Korean 
thing not to know that he was dead 
as mutton. 


Lorna advanced on Maria, cover- 
ing her with the pistol. Maria made 
mewling noises, but backed away, 
looking around wildly for some place 
to flee. There was none. In a way, I 
had to admire Lorna, she was forcing 
the girl back toward where Hank’s 
body lay. I couldn’t watch, even in 
my disembodied state. I knew it was 
going to look -like a murder and 
suicide. I started when the pistol 
went off a second time. Maria uttered 
an odd little sigh as her voluptuous 
body crumpled to the carpet. 

Lorna didn’t have the gun when 
I could look again. But what was 
even more frightening, she was 
standing not two feet in front of me, 
looking directly into my eyes. There 
was no question about her being able 
to see me. She said, as if we were 
late for a party at the country club, 
“Come on, Donald — we’re going 
back.” 

I blacked out then — when I came 
to, I was back, all right. Back in this 
agonized wreck of a body I’ve had to 
live in ever since. They were still 
cutting me out of the wreckage of 
the Caddy when I recovered con- 
sciousness. Lorna was there, talking 
to a uniformed state cop. 

She said, “I was worried about 
Donald — we’d had an argument, 
and he was drinking. I thought I’d 
better see if I could find him.” 

“It’s a good thing you sent in a 
report,” said the officer. “If you 
hadn’t, he might have lain there all 
night with nobody the wiser.” 

I blacked out for the second time, 
from sheer pain. 

that was four years ago. I’m para- 
lyzed from the waist down, and 
there’s no hope of recovery. Lorna, 
of course, is the ideal wife, and 
everybody admires her gallantry. As 
for Maria and Hank, that went down 
in the books just the way I figured 
— as a murder and suicide of pas- 
sion. 

I’ll have to put my writing tablet 
away now. It’s time for Lorna to 
come by and say good-night. She al- 
ways does it charmingly. Whenever 
she’s going out to have sex with 
some stud she’s using for the pur- 
pose, she brings him with her. She 
always kisses my forehead and says, 
“Poor darling!” Then she turns to 
her lover of the moment and adds, 
“Isn’t it a tragedy — a fine, virile 
young, man like Donald?” 

Then she is gone. And I lie there 
in my bed, or sit in my wheelchair 
and wonder just what she is anyway, 
and how she could see me that night 
at Maria’s. I’m still wondering . . . 

O 


At taot . . . a ttay party 
record worthy ito 

Udittf f 


ADAM MAGAZINE 

presents the wildest sexca- 
pade of stag party humor 
ever put on 
record! 



Stag 

PARTY 

Special 

VOLUME ONE 

FEATURING THE FABULOUS 

BUZZY GREENE 

AT HIS SIZZLING BESTI 

Put life in your party and spice 
in your life with this first of a 
great new series of Adam Party 
Records produced by Fax Rec- 
ord Company. Be the first with 
this best of all stag party rec- 
ords. Special pre-release offer- 
ing. 

FAX recording A H a g* 
FAXLP-1 006 9JC TO 

12", 33 % rpm, 
high fidelity album 


FAX RECORD CO., DEPT. 21 

1018 N. Fairfax, Los Angeles 46, Calif. 

Please send albums FAXLP-1006 @ $5.98 | 

(tape, $10.95) for which I enclose $ j 


NAME 


_AGE 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR MONEY REFUNDED | 
1 


53 





Haunts of Paradise 
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able that, after viewing these pic- 
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is not as lovely as Jean Nieto. 

Unfortunately, few phantoms are 
as enchantingly solid and earthy as 
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MADNESS, 

from page 6 

beginners’ class that day. He swore 
at the group until he had one old 
lady in tears. But somehow he man- 
aged to get through the day, and as 
soon as he dismissed the class, he 
headed for the bar. A few drinks 
would relax him. 

As he walked to the lodge, he 
noticed Sylvia was in front strug- 
gling with her ski. She saw him and 
waved to him. 

“Eric, my binding is stuck. Would 
you be a dear and release it for 
me?” 

He didn’t answer. Instead, 'he si- 
lently kneeled over her ski and 
tugged, viciously at the jammed 
binding release. Her warm leg was 
pressed against his side as he worked, 
and though he tried to fight it, ripples 
of excitement raced through him. 

Nervously he twisted the release 
open. But before he could stand, he 
felt her warm breath against the 
back of his neck. 

“It may be soon, darling,” she 
breathed softly. Then she playfully 
nipped his ear and caressed the lobe 
with her darting tongue. 

Something exploded in Eric’s head. 
He jerked to his feet and reached 
hungrily for her, but she had stepped 
away to greet Grover who was com- 
ing out of the lodge. Eric foolishly 
pawed the space where she had 
been an instant before. 



THAT NIGHT AND the following 
night Eric stayed in his cabin alone 
with a bottle of scotch. He’d show 
Sylvia that he couldn’t be played 
with. 

But a look at himself in the mirror 
the second night convinced him that 
he was kidding himself. There was 
only one way to cure his hunger — 
and it wasn’t scotch. He knew what 
he needed, and by God he was going 
to find a way to get it. 

he found them in the bar. Grover 
had been drinking more than usual, 
and Sylvia was carefully encourag- 
ing him. 

When Eric came in, Grover was 
talking excitedly to a cornered lis- 
tener, and Sylvia was looking on 
with tense interest. 

“What do you mean by that?” 
Grover demanded loudly of his lis- 
tener just as Eric reached the table. 
Eric had come in determined to 
drag Sylvia away on some pretext 
or other, but the look of warning 


she flashed him caused him to hold 
his tongue for a moment. 

“He means, Charles,” she inter- 
rupted musically, “that you claim to 
have skied all the well-known 
mountains in Europe, yet you never 
ski this little mountain without 
someone to lead the way for you.” 
The man Grover had been talking 
to tried insistently to object to 
Sylvia’s statement, but Grover ig- 
nored him and turned angrily to 
his wife. 

“So you think I’m not good enough 
to ski this little hill by. myself?” 

“I didn’t say that, dear,” she pro- 
tested; “Mr. West did.” 

West was still trying to object 
when Grover whirled back on him, 
his face apoplectic. 

“All right,” Grover shouted, “if 
that’s what you think, I’ll just bet 
you fifty dollars I can ski this moun- 
tain alone as well as the best of 
them! From the time the lift starts 
until it closes at four-thirty.” He 
looked around at the onlookers that 
had been stunned into silence by his 
outburst. “And what’s more, every- 
body here is a witness to the bet.” 
We'st threw up his hands help- 
lessly and walked away without say- 
ing a word. Sylvia patted Grover’s 
hand consolingly, but her eyes were 
on Eric. There was, a look of triumph 
on her face. 

ON THE mountain with his class 
the following day, Eric saw that 
Grover was being true to his boast. 
All day he doggedly worked his way 
down the mountain trails. 

For a man of his age and lack of 
ability, it must have been a gruelling 
experience. Whenever he fell, he 
quickly looked around to see if any- 
one had noticed, then struggled pain- 
fully to his feet. In spite of himself, 
Eric felt sorry for the older man. 

Sylvia wasn’t on the hill all day. 
But when he had dismissed his class 
and was heading for the lodge, Eric 
saw her standing near the chair lift 
with her skis on. She waved to him. 

“Eric, darling, let’s take a last run 
before the lift stops.” 

Some inner excitement made her 
look exceptionally fresh and beauti- 
ful. Eric’s blood started to race with 
hopeful anticipation. His mouth felt 
dry. and he hardly trusted himself to 
speak as he started toward the lift 
with her. 

Sylvia rode in the chair ahead of 
him, and he cursed the fifty yards of 
cable that separated them. A short 
distance from the bottom of the 
slope they passed over Grover, who 
was struggling to finish the last run. 

“Charles, darling,” she called down 
to 'him, “hurry and you can make 


one more run before the lift closes.” 

What was she trying to do? Kill 
the old guy with exhaustion? Grover 
turned a tired face up to his wife 
and waved a stubborn affirmation. 

When they started down the 
mountain Eric saw that she was a 
better skier than he had realized. 
She handled her tall, beautiful body 
with perfect coordination and ease. 
Calling a taunt to him, she pointed 
her skis down the trail and sped 
out of sight. 

Eric pushed off in pursuit. She 
had had a good head start, but as he 
rounded the first turn in the trial, 
he almost ran into her. She was 
lying sprawled in the snow, her face 
twisted with pain. 

“I think I’ve dislocated my knee,” 
she forced out with effort. “Please 
help me.” 

A sudden tenderness welled over 
him, and he skied quickly to where 
she was lying. 

Luckily they were only a few 
yards from the ski patrol cabin. He 
helped her to her feet and they 
hobbled toward the small snow- 
covered building. Her arm around 
his shoulders, her nearness, and the 
feel of her slender waist caused his 
head to spin intoxicatingly. 

Inside the cabin he lit the oil 
stove. There was only fuel enough 
for about an hour, but if he couldn’t 
wrap her knee well enough to travel 
he would go for help. In the mean- 
time, he was alone with her, and his 
pulse had started beating rapidly. 
Sylvia insisted on hanging her red 
parka outside to attract a ski patrol- 
man, but he knew there were none 
on the mountain. 

He searched the cabin, but 
couldn’t find any knee wraps. For an 
expedient he took off his shirt and 
started tearing it into wide strips. 

Sylvia was sitting on the bunk . 
with her injured knee propped on a 
chair. She had taken off her sweater, 
and her breasts under the open- 
necked man’s shirt rose and fell with 
a suppressed excitement. 

When he finished tearing the 
strips, he brought them to the bunk. 
As they looked at each other, the 
mountain stillness seemed to mag- 
nify to an unbearable, charged quiet. 
Neither of them said anything for 
several seconds. The only sound was 
her rapid breathing. Tiny beads of 
perspiration squeezed out of his 
forehead and in the small of his 
bare back. 

“I suppose we’d better take a look 
at my knee.” She didn’t take her 
eyes from him as she spoke. She 
lifted her uninjured leg toward him 
and slowly opened the side zipper 
on her form-fitting ski pants. 


He tried desperately to control his 
shaking hands as he helped pull the 
one leg, then the injured leg, out of 
the ski pants. 

Her incredible desirability as she 
sat semi-naked in the dim lighted 
room choked off his breath in short, 
desperate gasps. She was even more 
lovely than he had allowed himself 
to dream. Her thighs and legs 
flowed with a sensual grace, and her 
skin was an unbelievable milky soft- 
ness. A hint of inviting satin white- 
ness led to the inside of her thighs. 

His senses were reeling wildly 
now. The pounding in his ears was 
almost deafening, and echoing throbs 
coursed through his whole body. The 
gnawing pain deep inside him was 
building to an unbearable ecstacy, 
and he was almost sick with desire. 

He couldn’t control himself- any 
longer. Sylvia’s deliberate torment 
had built up an explosive well of 
passion. With a half-snarl, half- 
groan, he threw himself at her. 

She emitted a little animal sound 
and dug her teeth into his arm. 
Then she twisted away and jumped 
to her feet. 

Eric turned slowly from the bunk 
to face her. She was standing at 
the far side of the small room with 
a table separating them. Her breasts 
under the white blouse were heaving 
with an intense excitement now. 
There was a look of frightening 
animal sensuality as she watched 
him slowly circle the table. 

He had gone too far to stop now. 
He knew he had to have her. He 
made a sudden lunge, but she 
dodged him nimbly. There was noth- 
ing wrong with her knee. 

He lunged again, and this time 
caught hold of her shirt collar as 
she twisted away. The thin shirt 
ripped, and she stood smiling mad- 
deningly at him from the center of 
the room. Her large, ripe breasts 
strained the filmy brassiere with their 
passionate heaving. 

With a sudden movement he over- 
turned the table and leaped directly 
at her. She was caught off balance, 
and when he brought the flat of his 
hand hard against the side of her 
face, she fell backward on the bunk. 

She spit out a little snarling laugh 
and tried to rise, but he gave her a 
hard slap and she fell back. Then 
as he bent over her, she sank her 
small teeth into his arm again. He 
jerked his arm away. When she 
tried to bite him again, he stopped 
her mouth with his own. 

She struggled fiercely for a mo- 
ment, then relaxed. Her tongue 
darted out from between parted lips 
and searched hungrily for his. Eric 
— turn to page 58 
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MADNESS, from page 57 
began sinking, sinking. 

he didn’t know how long they’d 
been lying there, but when he looked 
around again the tiny oil stove had 
burned out and the sky was turning 
grey outside the cabin’s lone window. 
Sylvia was leaning on one elbow, 
watching him with that maddening 
half-smile on her face. Eric felt pleas- 
ant little stirrings begin in him again, 
and he leaned hungrily toward her. 

Then suddenly the side of his head 
exploded. He twisted frantically to 
see what was happening, and it ex- 
ploded again. Through a blinding red 
haze Eric saw Charles Grover bring- 
ing his fist down for another blow. 

Eric cursed. Grover must have 
seen Sylvia’s parka hanging outside. 
But there was no time for specula- 
tion. Grover was charging again, his 
fat face swollen with rage. 

“I’ll kill you! I’ll kill you!” he 
screamed. 

He didn’t want to hurt the old 
man, but he couldn’t hold him off 
like this indefinitely. Then Grover’s 
fist struck Eric in the side of the 
head* again, and in the momentary 
blur that followed, he felt something 
hard and smooth thrust into his 
hand. At the same instant he heard 
Sylvia screaming, “Hit him, Eric! 
Hit him!” 

In automatic response he raised 
his hand to slug Grover but his 
head began to clear and he saw that 
his upraised hand was gripping one 
of the small axes the ski patrol 
stored in the cabin. Violently he 
threw the axe into a corner and 
ducked just in time to avoid the 
charging G»ver. 

the momentum of Grover’s attack 
carried him past Eric and his 
shoulder struck the double bunk. 
He careened drunkenly into the 
center of the room, trying to recover 
his balance, but one leg caught in 
the overturned chair and his heavy 
body fell to the floor with a twisting 
motion. A snap as sharp as a rifle 
shot hit the room, and Grover lay 
moaning on the floor. 

Eric had heard that sound too 
often not to know the old man had 
broken his leg. He lay on the floor 
with his leg twisted under him, and 
Eric could see that the shock had 
already drained the color from his 
face. 

Eric started forward to help the 
old man, but Sylvia stepped into his 
path. She looked directly into his 
eyes, and the nipples of her breasts 
burned into his bare chest. 

“Eric, darling,” she said, “this is 
the chance we’ve been waiting for. 


Don’t spoil it.” 

Eric looked at her incredulously. 
Then he remembered the hand-axe 
that had myseriously appeared in 
his hand. He shuddered. Sylvia’s 
carefully laid plan suddenly became 
clear. She had engineered this situa- 
tion so that ho would do her dirty 
work for her. 

A flush of anger swept over him 
and he savagely pushed her aside. 
He knew what he had to do now. 
Without looking at her, he grabbed 
his parka and left the cabin. 

Outside, he quickly put on his 
skis. There would be barely enough 
time to climb to the lift shack and 
phone the lodge for help before it 
became completely dark. 

Sylvia came out of the cabin just 
as he was pulling on his gloves. She 
walked to him and put her hand on 
his arm. A thousand little pins 
seemed to jab him where her hand 
touched. 

“Eric,” she said, “this is our one 
big chance. Grover won’t last until 
morning in this weather, so let’s 
just ski down to the lodge and for- 
get we even saw him. Then we’ll 
have what we both want.” She 
placed a very special emphasis on 
the final sentence. 

He couldn’t help admiring her 
coolness. And it would work, too. 
Everyone knew that Grover had 
skied alone today, and the snow that 
had begun to fall would cover any 
telltale tracks. An old man breaks 
his leg and crawls into a mountain 
cabin to freeze to death. Beautiful. 

But Eric wasn’t buying it. He 
brushed her hapd from his arm and 
finished putting on his gloves. 

“I’m going to climb up and phone 
for help,” he said. “You stay here 
and do what you can for your hus- 
band.” Eric felt strangely indecent 
pronouncing the last word. “You’re 
good, but no woman’s good enough 
to commit murder for.” 

A look of fury and hate twisted 
her face and she spit at him. 

He almost hit her, but instead just 
smirked and silently began his long 
climb to the lift shack. 

After going a few yards, he turned 
and looked back. Sylvia was still 
standing where he had left her. She 
was staring at him with unconcealed 
venom. For a brief moment, mem- 
ories of their afternoon together 
came back to him, and little flames 
of desire rekindled. He hesitated for 
an instant, then turned and con- 
tinued his climb into the mounting 
storm. 

Anyway, he reminded himself. The 
guest sleigh was due in this after- 
noon. No telling what interesting 
newcomers it might bring. n 
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IAJhen a genuine, 24- carat, 
dyed-in-the-wool, prosperous 
Hollywood character decides 
to toss a wing-ding after hours 
in his hillside palazzo, he 
seldom sends out engraved 
invitations. For a quiet little 
chamber-music recital like the 
affair depicted on these and 
the following pages, he is more 
apt to tell a couple of buddies, 
“Listen, fellows, we’re overdue 
for a costume brawl. That, is, 
the men will wear costumes, 
the broads what the French 
call le minimum. Friday night 
at my pad. I’ll supply the 
music, food and drink. Bring 
your own tarts.” 

• From that point on, the fate 
of the wing-ding depends (a) 
upon Mr. Alexander Graham 
Bell’s wonderful invention — 
(b) on the girls the characters 
have on tap for such fun and 
frolic — (c) the availability of 
said girls for the night 

in question. 

• With the female problem out 
of the way, the characters 
have only costumes and 
transportation to worry about 

— and everyone, but everyone, 
has some sort of wheels out 
Hollywood way. The theme of 
the affair, as far as costumes 
are concerned, is “Famous 
Rascals and Rakes’.’ 

The host, as shown on page 59, 
double-crossed everyone by 
attending as his favorite rogue 

— himself. Thus, he required 
no special costume at all. 

• Guests (male) turned up as 
Pancho Villa, an anonymous 
Casanova of Confederate 
cavalry and a big-city Lothario 
in white tie and tails. But the 
girls — including adam 
favorites Colette Berne, Shirley 
Skates and Aliscyn Sanborn, 
proved far more exciting when 
unwrapped from their mink 
cellophane bottom (near left). 



• Now, the average Hollywood 
wing-ding, even with girls in 
the near-nude, or perhaps 
because of it, is generally a 
pretty stiff and dull deal. But it 
is very evident that, in this 
instance, dullness went by the 
board, along with Shirley’s left 
pastie on the last page. While 
these are not candid shots — 
never mind the kiss -bit bottom 
left — they are packed with 
the contagious, laughing 
gaiety of young men and 
women having one hell of a 
good time. And why not? 

• Your Great-Aunt Mabel 
might not approve — but then, 
your Great-Aunt Mabel was 
not invited. Even if she were, 
and managed to get into the 
spirit of the thing, it’s dollars 
to bagels she does not have 
what it takes in precisely the 
right amounts — and places. 

For this is a group of up and 
coming, as well as damned 
good-looking girls, outstanding 
even in Hollywood, where 
female enterprise is almost as 
common as pulchritude. 

• That’s Shirley and Doris at 
top left, taking a brief breather 
from the fray — Shirley runs 
her own model agency days, 
and has posed for an adam 
cover as well. Colette, featured 
as the first cover of the best 
selling adam Reader, is one of 
a bevy of beautiful sexpots 
who have taken Hollywood by 
storm. And so on . . . 

• But when there’s a really 
hot party in the offing, these 
girls shed career -worries with 
their outer garments, and it’s 
devil — or perhaps rake or 
rascal — take the hindmost. 





■ by writing to me ar 
"like to write to you I want to 
tell you about "Hollywood'' and 
how a model feels and lives 
the excitement of it and the sadness too. I have made 
every effort to express my personality and uninhibited 
feelings in photo film, so you can get to know the real 
me ... oh yes, unretouched of course. 

Write me now! It will be fun hearing from you. Please 
send along $1.00 to help cover my expense. 

DONNA ALLEN Bept .4 
Bex 15844, Bel Valle Sta. 

Los Angeles 15, Calif. 


Vi 




4 


<% STAG PARTY 
ORIGINALS 


M 

> \ 

*1 


Authentic, unretouched 
stags of well known gals 
before they leached the 
too. Rare thrillers all. 
MOVIES, 8mm — 50' $3 

MOVIES, 6mm— 100 $6 

SLIDES, 5- 2x2s $2 

PHOTOS, 8 -4x5's. $2 


BERNARD OF HOLLYWOOD\ 

lox 44977, Dept. 23e , Let Angeles 4 


Featuring art photos, 
pin-ups, art books, 
playing cards, French 
books, novels, car- 
toon humor — 24 

large pages with over 
300 illustrations in 
this Cute, Clever, 

Colorful Catalogue — a 
Collector’s item — a 
Connoisseur’s dream! 

Rush $1.00 in c a s h, 
check, M. O. or 
stamps and you will 
agree that it is indeed 
a sight to behold! 

Sample Photos Included 

ROY A. OAKLEY 

627 West Eastland Gallatin, Tennessee 





Today you have new hope for hair 
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BONE, 

from page 27 


woman, or rather 


they 
women? 

Beyond question, the best known 
Greek statue of a woman is the Ve- 
nus de Milo, that half-draped, arm- 
less relic now reposing (or rather 
standing) in the main hall of the 
Louvre in Paris. A “perfect 36” is 
what the tape registers in inches 
around her capacious waist — a 
measurement no modern American 
girl would be caught dead with un- 
less she could plead glandular prob- 
lems or an incurable weakness for 
cream-centered chocolates. 

This, you inquire, was the Ancient 
Greek goddess of Jove? 

Well, yes — in a way — but there 
were a lot of Phrodites, or Venuses, 
in them thar days. A god, or god- 
dess, could have many functions. The 
Venus de Milo represents an authen- 
tic goddess of love, but in this in- 
stance, according to authorities from 
Sir James Frazer to Andre Malraux, 
she represents a goddess of fertility 
as well. In short, she’s a mother- 
image, as plump and pleasing as 
those white-haired broads who shov- 
el up the cookies (or cokes, or cup- 
cakes) for the teenage set in a mod- 
ern American kitchen ad. She’s not 
a sex-image at all, but a preview of 
Philip Wylie’s infamous “Mom”. 

When the Greeks wanted a love- 
goddess for reasons of sexual pleas- 
ure, they leaned things down consid- 
erably. The nymphs they so lovingly 
sculpted or drew on the sides of 
vases being pursued and captured by 
satyrs and centaurs were slim and 
svelte as any of our modern sex- 
symbols. 

In short, when it came down to the 
nub of the matter, they went along 
with our saying. They definitely 
found the meat sweeter nearer the 
bone. And so, with a few rare ex- 
ceptions, have men ever since. Cleo- 
patra, whose profile remains to us 
on the coins of her realm, revealed 
no trace of a double- chin — nor do 
the still extant likenesses of those 
two renowned Egyptian empresses, 
Nefretiti and Tutankhamen’s young 
wife. Certainly no one ever accused 
either Poppaea or Messalina, the ul- 
tra sexpot Caesar’s wives of Rome of 
being overweight. 

Dubarry may or may not have 
been a lady, but she was definitely 
unplump — and she was a girl who 
bedroomed her way to her king’s 
couch and a patent of nobility, and 


enjoyed every loving minute of it. 
Harriette Wilson, who ran the Brit- 
ish Army as the Duke of York’s mis- 
tress during the Napoleonic Wars, 
and took time out to give the Duke 
of Wellington a spin whenever he 
got back to London, was not skinny, 
but she was a sylph compared to the 
overfed women of her day. 

Even during the last century, when 
great-grandpa liked ’em hefty, the 
most successful sexpot in England, 
the notorious Skittles, was lean, lithe 
and athletic, in bed and on a horse. 
Likewise those two gorgeous black- 
mailers who all but corrupted New 
York in the 1870’s and ’80’s, Victoria 
Woodhull and her even more glam- 
orous kid sister, Tennessee Claflin. 

Nowadays, with every girl trying 
to act like a confirmed sexpot, it is 
growing increasingly difficult to spot 
the false (or falsie) from the real 
thing. 

However, in this regard, it must be 
remembered that what an ambitious 
girl will do to earn sucecss in her 
chosen career seldom, if ever, has 
much to do with her genuine-article 
sex-bombishness. Some of the world’s 
most publicized sirens have been 
worse than catastrophic in the hay. 

Yet, despite the full-blown beau- 
ties of the Renaissance, and those of 
an Arab chieftain’s dreams, sexual- 
ity in women does seem to go with 
more bone and less meat. Both Mid- 
dle Age Europe and the desert 
countries of the Near East were ba- 
sically famine belts — and the one 
thing a gastronomically hungry man 
doesn’t want to look at is a skinny 
broad. It is notable that the three 
civilizations that have made the most 
open cult of women and sex — India, 
China and Japan — seem to have no 
place for fat women in their scheme 
of sexual love. 

So it would appear that the old 
saying is correct despite the moans 
for more flesh. The question now is, 
why is it true that, the nearer the 
bone, the better the meat. 

The answer would seem to lie in 
the fact that sex, like every other 
physical act, is largely an athletic 
accomplishment — and you won’t 
find many fat folk performing ath- 
letically in sporting events. Sure, you 
can except the weight- throwers, but 
weight-throwing has damned little to 
do with any other form of sport. 

So the lean girls (and the size of 
their bustline has nothing whatever 
to do with the case) are usually the 
winners by a succession of knock- 
outs over their plumper sisters. The 
doctors say there are no old fat men. 
Likewise, did you ever hear of a fat 
nymphomaniac ? 
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CASTAWAY, 

from page 25 


vulsed on the bed. He burned her 
again in the same place. Her lungs 
filled in an instant. Her scream this 
time ripped the air to shreds and 
shivered into brittle fragments 
against the steel bulkheads. He 
winced at the sound, the sight of her 
contorted face and straining cords in 
her neck. 

He was wringing wet from nervous 
perspiration. He began to question 
the rightness of his action again. 
There was actually no tangible proof 
of an alien thing controlling her 
body. It could be a classic case of 
schizophrenia. The split in person- 
ality, the creation of the “alien”, 
could easily have been brought on 
by the shock and mental strain of 
the 'crash plus the foreseeable death 
by starvation that had been steadily 
drawing nearer. 

He looked down at the soldering 
gun still pressed firmly to her foot. 
What kind of stupid idiocy was he 
indulging in? 

He took a deep breath. Idiocy or 
not, he was going to continue until 
he was satisfied there was no alien 
sitting astride her nerve center feed- 
ing on the energy of others by 
somehow creating a nerve energy 
“vacuum” and greedily sucking life 
force from her partners. 

He gritted his teeth and applied 
the gun once more. Her body arched 
and bowed. He tried to shut his ears 
to the agonized shrieks of pain that 
ripped from her throat. 

She went limp. And then it hap- 
pened. A barely discernable thread 
of thick green fluid ran out of the 
corners of her eyes. More came from 
her nose. 

He was sick with revulsion and 
fear, but he kept the scorching metal 
pressed to her foot as the thin 
streams of living fluid collected at 
the base of her throat and moved 
into a compact mass the size of a 
thumbnail. Jake saw a lighter green 
nucleus form in the center. It had 
some means of locomotion for it 
then moved slowly onto her shoulder 
and out the length of her tied arms 
to where they extended over the 
edge of the bunk. 

It dropped from her and landed on 
the cool metal floor. Jake watched, 
fascinated, horrified, as it came inch- 
ing toward him with surprising 



speed. 

So he was scheduled to be the 
next host. He was the Captain of 
the ship, the man in power, the one 
who could control the environment 
better than anything around. 

Jake wondered if the alien was a 
sentient being, if it thought as men 
did or if it merely sensed life and 
energy and went for it when con- 
ditions became intolerable in its cur- 
rent animal. 

It came closer and closer. It was 
only a few inches from his .foot when 
he snapped out of his trance and 
moved quickly away. It changed di- 
rection and followed. 

He lured it to the center of the 
floor and then impaled the amoeba- 
like mass with the triggered solder- 
ing gun. 

There was an instant of frenzied 
writhing and bubbling. Thin pseudo- 
pods of its green substance lashed 
out in all directions. It tried to flow 
away from the terrible heat, but 
Jake speared it again and again in 
its vulnerable center. It died hard 
. . . but it died. 

He made absolutely sure by fetch- 
ing some acid from the bench and 
pouring it over the small green blob. 
The poisonous liquid shrivelled and 
blackened it instantly. He poured 
enough to make very sure. 

He checked her and found eyes, 
ears and nose clean. Her neck was 
bare. As he was rubbing a special 
healer salve on her ugly burns her 
eyelids flickered and opened. He un- 
tied her. 

She sighed. “You’re alive . . . thank 
God. I thought you’d be like the rest 
of them, lying on me cold and 
dead . . She frowned “What hap- 
pened to my foot? It stings.” 

He explained what had happened. 
She shuddered at his description of 
the alien. She looked apprehensively 
at the still wet acid mark on the 
floor. 

“It is gone!” she said. “I can’t feel 
it inside.” She drew in a long breath 
and stretched. “I feel clean and hu- 
man again.” 

Jake was feeling human again, 
too. Desire for her was rising in him 
like the mercury in an oven ther- 
mometer. 

“I owe you a great deal,” she said. 

“No — ” 

“Are you really sure it’s dead?” 

“I’d stake my life on it.” 

“You would?” A smile quirked 
the corners of her mouth. She gazed 
up at his craggy face, his solid hand- 
someness and piercing blue eyes 
with a womanly appreciation. “Go 
ahead,” she said, and parted her lips 
for a kiss. 


Adam 
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AfLam 


GIRL MAKER, from page 21 



to “feel at home.” He takes this 
time to set up his own equipment. 
“They usually end up,” he mentions 
jokingly, “hanging around me. Not 
that I’m complaining, but you try 
to set up a drawing board with gals 
like that in front of you!” 

Because of the wide demand for 
his work, Jack has learned to work 
quickly, although he will never sac- 
rifice quality for time. Once the pose 
and effect are decided (he has usual- 
ly spent several days working this 
out by himself), he is ready for the 
first step: the basic sketch. 

In the basic sketch he tries only 
to capture the physical shape of the 
model, the subtle and delicate 
curves. Once this form has been 
captured with pencil, he can spend 
greater time in breathing life into 
the final painting. The sketch usual- 
ly requires more than an hour for 
each girl, and as one model poses 
the other usually crowds around to 
watch, with fascination, the work of 
Jack’s swift, deft, and always ac- 
curate hand. 

Occasionally he runs into an un- 
usual model who defies a quick 
sketch, her proportions coming out 
wrong in drawing after drawing. In 
these cases, Jack, though a very 
patient guy, finds he must resort to 
a tape measure, and carefully meas- 
ures the exact dimensions of the 
model’s bust, legs, back, etc. These 
measurement he, in turn, transfers 
to the sketch, at last getting the ac- 
curacy he demands. 

After the sketches, he allows the 
model* to lounge around, for now he 
only wants to get to know them, to 


gain a deeper insight into the per- 
sonajity of each, a personality he 
will try to capture in the final paint- 
ings. Jack’s studio (actually his 
home) is located on a hillside direct- 
ly above Playa Del Rey beach, and 
this makes it easy for the girls to 
relax and sunbathe on the secluded 
patio as they chat. And as he talks 
with them, he works on the basic 
sketch with pastel chalks, trying to 
duplicate the delicate coloring of his 
subjects. 

Shortly before noon, Jack’s pretty 
wife Joanne, who has kept herself 
carefuJly out of the way, starts pre- 
paring lunch, and in a short while 
everyone is devouring hamburgers 
and iced tea. After lunch, Jack sets 
industriously to work on the final 
paintings. Since he has carefully pre- 
planned the effect he wants, chosen 
the models to gain that effect, and 
spent the whole morning uncover- 
ing the models’ personalities, the 
final paintings usually come easily, 
v Yet patiently, over and over again, 
he checks his progress against the 
girls themselves. If he is working on 
two girls, it is usually five o’clock 
before he is over the most difficult 
parts. At that time he takes off a 
few minutes to help the girls pack, 
and then treats them to a preview 
of the paintings before they leave. 
It is this final moment that is the 
most rewarding of the day, a time 
when both artist and models share 
the common realization that some- 
thing worthwhile has been created. 

To most people Jack’s work seems 
enviously pleasant and easy. But 
that’s only because Jack makes it 


seem that way. He’s learned to hide 
the “work” of his job behind a 
casual and easy-going nature, know- 
ing that if the models see him slav- 
ing away they themselves will 
quickly tire — a danger to be avoid- 
ed at all costs. 

And it is not until after the mod- 
els have left that the real labor be- 
gins. Trying to bring his work as 
near to perfection as possible, Jack 
continues behind his drawing board 
for several hours more, often late 
into the night and even the follow- 
ing day. It is only when the girls in 
the paintings seem truly alive that 
he knows he has finished. 

All this care and labor have, of 
course, paid off. Jack has success- 
fully fulfilled his dream of reviving 
the art of painting beautiful women, 
and in so doing has become one of 
the most popular “girl makers” (a 
term coined by one of his more im- 
aginative associates) in the country. 
Although his work is in constant 
demand, and he has every reason to 
strut around like an authority, he 
maintains an almost startling mod- 
esty, saying simply, “It’s just hard 
work. Pleasant and rewarding work, 
yes, but still plain old hard work.” 
Once, one of Jack’s editors was 
.approached by a virile and am- 
bitious young artist who wanted 
very much to become another 
Leynnwood. “What’re the qualifica- 
tions?” the artist asked. 

The editor pondered the question 
a moment and then replied, “Well, 
Mr. Leynnwood once told me all it 
takes is a little training, a little 
sweat, and a helluva lot of appre- 
ciation of beautiful girls.” 

“Well, hell!” replied the artist ex- 
citedly, “I have all that!” 

The editor agreed. “You and ten 
million other guys. Unfortunately, 
there was one other important 
qualification Mr. Leynnwood ne- 
glected to mention.” 

The artist looked quizically. 
“What?” 

“Mr. Leynnwood’s genius,” the 
editor said. n 
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L ettPM to Adam 

PALSIES 

We have been girl-friends ever 
since we went to kindergarten to- 
gether, and now 
that we are 
through school, 
we would like to 
share modeling 
careers. I am 
Lucy, on the left 
21, 5'4" tall, 114 
pounds, 34-24-35, 
red hair, blue 
eyes) . Lorna is 
on the right (22, 
5'2" tall, 117 
pounds, 35-25-35, 
black hair, brown eyes). Ujilike 
model sister teams, we hope to make 
it as contrasting types. Do you think 
we can? 

Luck D. & Lorna M. 

Fargo, N. D. 

£^adam hopes you make it hig. 

NUMBERS GAME 

I would like to suggest that your 
authors do a little (?) research be- 
fore writing gambling stories — also 
learn arithmetic. 

Author Stan Papell (“Prose for 
the Red Four”, adam, Vol. 3, No. 8) 
apparently does not know that when 
you bet $10 at roulette and win $35 
and let it ride, you are betting $360 
the second time, $12,960 on the third 
spin and $466,560 on the fourth, 
which will return you a total of $16,- 
796,160. 

Also, the croupier does not call 
more bets until the ball has started 
to fall toward the center. 

Fred E. Hicks 

Barstow, Cal. 

££ Stan . . . Teh, tch, tch . . . 

TINY 

I have a problem and do not know 
where to find the answer. Perhaps 
you can help me. My breasts are 
small and not in proper proportion 
with the rest of my body. Perhaps 
one of your well-endowed models 
can give me the secret of how to 
make them permanently larger and 
firmer. I wonder if your models come 
by theirs naturally or have they dis- 
covered a method to make them that 
way. I am in hopes they will share 
their secret with me. Believe me, 
this is not a gag. 

Mrs. A. E. C. 

Natick, Mass. 

V-r Consult your physician, Mrs. A. E. 
Otherwise you may do yourself 
serious harm. 





ADAM IN WORDS 

Passion plot of the sex-starved mountain woman . . 

see page 4 

An outspoken bid for the 

greatest spectacle of all time 

see page 10 

The land where secret 

desires became strange reality 

see page 12 

Passion-crazed victim of alien life 

see page 22 

ADAM IN PICTURES 

The hottest strip routine of them all 

see page 7 

Exclusive photos of 

the maker of beautiful ivomen 

see page 18 

Special ’Round-The-World for 

the zany, sexy and ribald 

see page 28 

Sexsational modern 

1 , Bacchanal flips Hollywood 

see page 59 


Intimate pictureview with Sandra Edwards — the first of the 
Vegas showgirls ... see page 40 





